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ARGUMENT. 


The fourth Battle continued, in which Ne{)tune affiiU 
the Greeks : the afts of Idomeneus* 

KEPTUNE, concerned for the lofs of the Grecians^j 
upon feeing the fortification forced by Heftor (who 
had entered the gate near the flation of the Ajaxes) 
affumes the fhape of Calchas, and infpires thofe he- 
roes to oppofe him : then, in the form of one of the 
generals, encourages the other Greeks, who had re- 
tired to their vefTels. The Ajaxes form their troops 
in a ciofe phalanx, and put a iiop to Pledlor and the 
Trojans. Several deeds of valour are performed ; 
Meriones, lofing his fpear in the encounter, repairs to 
feek another at the tent ofidomeneus.; this occafions 
a converfation between thofe two warriours, who re- 
turn together to the battle, idomeneus iignalizes his 
courage above the reft ; he kills Othryoneus, Afius, 
and Alcathous : Deiphobus and iEneas march againft 
him, and at length Idomeneus retires. Menelaus 
wounds Helenus, and kills Pifander. The Trojans 
are repulfed in the left wing ; jHedor ftill keeps his 
ground againft the Ajaxes, till, being galled by the 
Locii^ and archers, Polydamas advifes to 

call a council of war : Hedor approves his advice, 
but goes firft to rally the Trojans ; upbraids Paris, 
rejoins Polydamas, meets Ajax again, and renews 
the attack. 

The eight and twentieth day ftill continues. The 
feene is betw^een the Grecian wajl and the fea-lhoi^* 
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W HEN BOW the Thunderer- on the fea-beat coaft 
Had fix'd gxeat Hedor and his conquering hoS ; 
He ieft them to the Fates, in bloody fray. 

To toil and fimggle through the well-fought day ; 
Then turn'd to Thracia from the field of fight 5 

Thofe eyes that ihed infufferable light ; 

To where the Myfians prove their martial force. 

And hardy Thracians tame the favage horfe ; 

And where the far-fam'd Hippemolgian ftrays, 
Renown’d for jufiice and for length of days ; la 
Thrice happy race 1 that, innocent of blood. 

From milk, innoxious, feek their fimple food : 

Jove fees delighted ; and avoids the feene 
Of guilty Troy, of arms, and dying men : 

No aid, he deems, to either hoft is given, 

While his high law fufpends the powers of Heaven* 
Mean-time the * Monarch of the watery main 
Obferv'd the Thunderer, nor obferv'd in vain. 

In siteothracia, on a mountain’s brow, 

Whofe waving woods o'erhung the deeps below, 20 
He late ; and round him call his azure eye$. 

Where Ida’s mifiy tops confusedly rife 5 

Neptune* 

B 2 
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Below, fair Ilion’s glitteimg fpires were feen. 

The crouded ihips, and fable feas between. 

There, from the cryftal chambers of the main 25 
Emeig'd, he fate ; and mourn’d his Argives llain. 

At Jove incens’d, with grief and fury ftung. 

Prone down the rocky fteep he rufh’d along ; 

Fieicc as he paft, the lofty mountains nod, "j 

^he forcfl ihakes! earth trembled as he trod, 30 i 
And felt the footfteps of th’ immortal God. j 

From realm to lealm three ample ftrides he took^ 

A.nd, at the fourth, the diflant JEgx fhook. 

, Far in the bay his Ihining palace ftands. 

Eternal frame ! not rais’d by mortal hands: 33 

This having reach’d, his brafs-hoof ’d Heeds he reins. 
Fleet as the winds, and deck’d with golden manes. 
Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infold. 

Immortal aims of adamant and gold. 

He mounts the car, the golden fcourge applies, 40 
He fits fuperior, and the chariot files : 

His whirling wheels the glafiy furface fweep; 

Th’ enormous monfters, rolling o’er the deep, 

Giimbol around him on the w'atery way ; 

And heavy whales in aukward meafures play: 4j 

The fea fubfiding fpreads a level plain. 

Exults, and owns the monarch of the main 3 
The parting waves before his courfers fly : 

The wondering waters leave his axle dry* 

Deep in the liquid regions lies a cave ; £o 
Between where Tenedos the furges lave. 

And rocky ImBrus breaks the rolling wave : 

There 
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There the great Ruler of the azure round 
Stopp’d his fwift chariotj and his fteeds unbound. 
Fed With atnbrofiai heibage from his hand, 5 j 

And link’d their fetlocks with a golden band. 
Infrangible, immortal : there thef ftay. 

The Father of the doods purfaes his way ; 

Where, like a tempeft darlening heaven around, 

0r hery deluge that devours the ground, 60 

Th’ impatient Trojans, in a gloomy throng. 
Embattled roll’d as Hedor luih’d along : 

To the load tumult and the barbarous cr}% 

The heavens re-echo, and the fhores reply ; 

They vow dedrudion to the Grecian name, 6 ^ 
And in their hopes, the fleets already flame. 

But Ncptujie, nfing fiom the feas profound. 

The God whofe earthquakes rock the folid ground. 
Now wears a mortal form ; like Calclias feen. 

Such his loud voice, and fuch his manly mem ; 7a 
His ihouts inceilant eveiy Greek infpire. 

But meft th’ A j aces, adding fire to fire. 

’Tis yours, O wariiours, ail our hop^s to raife; 
Oh, recoiled your ancient worth and praife: 

^Tis yours to fa\e us, if you ceafe to fear; 

Flight, more than fhameful, is deflrudxve here* 

On other woiks though Troy with fury fall. 

And pour her armies o’er our batter’d wall ; 

There, Greece has firength : but this, this part o’er- 
. thrown. 

Her firength were vain; I dread for you alone# 80 
Here Hedor rages like the force of fire,, 

Vaunts of his Gods, and calls high Jove his lire. 

B 3 If 
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If yet feme heavenly Power your breaft excite. 
Breathe in your hearts, and firing your arms to fight, 
Greece yet may live, her threaten'd fleet remain ; 85 
And Hedor’s force, and Jove's own aid, be vain : 

Then with his feeptre, that the deep controuls. 

He touch'd the chiefs, and fieel'd their manly fouls : 
Strength, not their own, the touch divine imparts, 
Prompts their light limbs, and fwells their daring hearts. 
Then, as a falcon from the rocky height. 

Her quarry feen, impetuous at the fight 
Forth-fpringing infiant, darts herfelf from high. 
Shoots on the wing, and fkims along the fey : 

Such, and fo fwift, the power of Ocean fiew ; 95 

The wide horizon fhut him from their view. 

Th' infpiring God, Oileus' adive fon 
Perceiv’d the firfl:, and thus to Telamon : 

Some God, my friend, fome God in human form 
Favouring defeends, and wills to fiand the florm. 1 00 
Not Calchas this, the venerable feer ; 

Short as he turn’d, I faw the Power appear ; 

I mark'd his parting, and the fteps he trod ; 

His own bright evidence reveals a God ; 

Ev'n now fome energy divine I fhare, J05 

And feem to walk on wings, and tread in air ! 

With equal ardour (Telamon returns) * 

My foul is kindled, and my bofom burns : 

New rifing fpirits all my force alarm. 

Lift each impatient limb, and brace my arm. no 
This ready arm, unthinking, fhakes the dart ; 

The blood pours back, aid fortifies my heart; 

Singly, 
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Singl}*, methinks, } on towering chief I meet. 

And ftretch the dreadful Hedor at mr feet. 

Full of the God that uig’d their burning breafl, 1 1 5 
The heroes thus their mutual warmth exprefs'd. 
Neptune mean-while the routed Greeks infpir’d. 

Who, breathlefs, pale, with length of labouis tir’d. 
Pant in the Ihips ; while Troy to conqueft calls. 

And fwarms vidorious o’er their yielding walls : 120 
Trembling before th’ impending llorm they lie. 

While tears of rage ftand burning in their eye. 

Greece funk they thought, and this their fatal hour ; 
But breathe new courage as they feel the power. 
Teucer and Leitus fidl his words excite ; j 25“ 

Then Hern Peneleus rifes to the fight ; 

Thoas, Dcipyrus, in arms renown’d. 

And Merion next, th’ impulfive fury found ; 

Laft Nellor’s fon the fame bold ardour takes. 

While thus the God the martial fire awakes : t JO 

Oh lafiing infamy, oh diie difgrace 
To chiefs of vigorous youth and manly race! 

I trufted in the Gods, and you, to fee 
Brave Gieece vidorious, and her navy free : 

Ah no— the gloiious combat you difcJaim, r J5 

And one black day clouds all her former fame. 
Heavens 1 what a prodigy thefe eyes fun^ey, 

Unfeen, unthought, till this amazing day I 
Fly we at length from Troy’s oft-conquer’d bands ? 
And falls our fleet by fu@h inglorious hands? -140 
A rout undifeipHn’d, a flraggling train. 

Not born to glories of the dufly plain ; 

B4 
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Like frighted fawns, from hill to hill purfued, 

A prey to every favage of the wood : 

Shall thefe, fo late who trembled at your name, 145: 
Invade your camps, involve your fliips in fame ? 

A change fo fhameful, fay> what caufe has wrought ? 
The foldier’s bafenefs, or the generars fault ? 

Fools ! will ye perilh for your leader's vice s 
*rhe purchafe infamy, and life the price ? i ^*0 

■’Tis not your caufe, Achilles* injur'd fame ; 
Another's is the crime, but yours the fhame. 

Grant that our chief offend through rage or luH, 
Mull you be cowards if your king's unjufl: ? 

Prevent this evil, and your country fave : 1 

Small thought retrieves the fpirits of the brave. 

Think, and fubduel on dailards dead to fame 
I wafle no anger, for they feel no fhame ; 

Put you, the pride, the flower of all our hofl> 

My heart weeps blood to fee your glory lofl: ! i do* 
Nor deem this day, this battle, all you lofe ; 

A day more black, a fate more vile, enfues. 

Let each refle^l, who prizes fame or bieath. 

On endlefs infamy, on inftant death. 

For lo ! the fated time, th’ appointed fhore ; 165 

Hark 1 the gates burfl, the brazen baniers roar I 
Impetuous Hedor thunders at the wall ; 

The hour, the fpot, to conquer, or to fall. 

Thefe woids the Grecians' fainting hearts infpire„ 
And liflening armies catch ;the god-like fire* 1 70 
Fix'd at his pofl: was each bold Ajax founds 
With well-rang'd. fquadrons ftrongly circled round : 

So ciofe their order, fo difpos'd their fight. 

As Pallas' felf might view with fix'd delight j 

Or 
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Or Iiad the God of War inclin’d his eyesj, 175 
The God of War had own’d a jufl furpu/.e» 

A chofen phalanx, firm, refolv’d as Fate, 

Defceiiding Hedloi and his battle wait. 

An lion fcene gleams dreadful o’er the fields. 

Armour in armour lock’d, and fhields in fhields, 180 
Spears lean on fpears, on targets targets throng. 
Helms iluck to helms, and man diove man along* 

The floating plumes unnumber’d wave above. 

As when an earthquake flirs the nodding grove ; 

And, level’d at the fkies with pointing rays, j S5 
Their brandifh’d lances at each motion blaze. 

Thus bieathing death, in terrible array. 

The clofe-compaded legions uig’d their way : 

Fierce they drove on, impatient to deflroy ; 

Troy charg’d thefirfl, and Hedor firft of Troy. 190 
As from fome mountain’s craggy forehead torn, 

A rock’s round fragment flies, with fury borne 
(Which from the flubborn ftone a torrent rends) 
Precipitate the ponderous mafs defeends : 

From fleep to fleep the rolling ruin bounds ; 19 j 

At every fliock the crackling wood refounds ; 

Still gathering force, it fmokes ; and, urg’d amain. 
Whirls, leaps, and thundeis down, impetuous to the 
plain : 

There flops — So Heffor. Their whole force he prov’d, 
Refiftlefs when he rag’d, and when he ftopt, unmov’d* 
On him the war is bent, the darts are fhed. 

And all their falchions wave around his head : 
Repuls’d he flands, nor from his fland retires ; 

But with repeated fhouts his army 


Trojans f 
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Trojans ! be firm ; this arm (hall make your wzy 20^ 
Through yon fquare body, and that black array. 
Stand, and my fpear fhali rout their fcattering po\\ er. 
Strong as they feem, embattled like a tower. 

For he that Juno^s heavenly bofom w^arms, 

The firft of Gods, this day infpires our arms. 210 
He faid, and rouz'd the foul in every breall ; 
Urg'd with defire of fame, beyond the reft. 

Forth march'd Deiphobus ; but, marching, held 
Before his veary fteps his ample fiiield. 

Bold Merion aim'd a ftroke (nor aim’d it wide) zi^ 
The glittering javelin pierc’d the tough bull-hide ; 
But pierc'd not through ; unfaithful to his hand. 
The point broke Ihort, and fparkled in the fand* 
The Trojan warriour, touch'd with timely fear. 

On the rais’d orb to difiance bore the fpear : 220 

The Greek retreating mourn'd his fruftrate blow. 

And curs’d the treacherous lance that fpar'd a foe : 
Then to the fhips with furly fpeed he went. 

To feek a furer javelin in his tent. 

Meanwhile with rifing rage the battle glows, zz; 
The tumult thickens, and the clamour grows. 

By Teucer’s arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds. 

The fon of Mentor, rich in generous fteeds. 

Ere yet to Troy the fons of Greece were led. 

In fair Fedaeus’ verdant pafiures bred, 250 

The youth had dwelt ; remote from war’s alarms. 
And blefe’d in bright Medeficafte’s arms : 

(This nymph, the fruit of Priam's ravifh’d joy, 
Allj'd the warriour to the houfe of Troy.) 


To 
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To Troy, when glory call'd his arms, he came. 
And match'd the braveft of her chiefs in fame : 
With Priam's fons, a guardian of the throne. 

He liv'd, belov'd and honour'd as his own. 

Him Teucer pierc'd between the throat and ear: 
He groans beneath the Telamonian fpear. 

As from feme far-feen mountain's airy crown. 
Subdued by llcel, a tall ajOb tumbles down. 

And foils its verdant trelTes on the ground : 

So falls the youth ; his arms the fall refound* 
Then Teucer rufhing to defpoxl the dead. 

From Hedor's hand a ihining javelin fled : 

He faw, and fhunn'd the death ; the forceful dart 
Sung on, and pierc'd Amphimachus's heart, 
Cteatus' fon, of Neptune's forceful line ; 

Vain was his courage, and his race divine ! 
Proftrate he falls ; his clanging arms refound. 

And his broad buckler thunders on the ground. 

To feize his beamy helm the vidor flies. 

And jufl: had faflen’d on the dazzling prize. 

When Ajax' manly arm a javelin flung ; 

Full on the Ihield's round bofs the weapon rung ; 
He felt the fhock, nor more was doom'd to feel, 
Secuie in mail, and fheath’d in ihining ileel. 
Repuls'd, he yields ; the vi<Stor Greeks obtain 
The fpoiis contefted, and bear oflf the flain. 
Between the leaders of th' Athenian line 
(Stichius the brave, Meneftheus the divine) 
Deplor'd Amphimachus, fad objed I lies ; 

Imbrius remains the fierce Ajaces' j»rke* 
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As two grim Hons bear acrofs the lawn, 26^ 

Snatch'd from devouring hounds, a flaughter'd fawn^,^ 
In their fell jaws high-lifting through the wood. 

And fprmkiing all the Ihrubs \\ ith drops of blood ; 

So thefe the chief : gieat Ajax from the dead 
Snips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head : 270 

Tofs'd like a ball, and v/hirl'd in air mx/. 

At Hedor's feet the gory vifage lay^ 

The God of Ocean, fr'd with Hern difdain, 

And pierc’d >vith forrow for his ^ grandfon llain^ 
Infpiies the Grecian hearts, confirms their hands, 275 
And breathes deflrudion on the Tiojaii bands, 

S\vift as a whiilwind rufhing to the fleet, 

Pie finds the lance-fam’d Idomen of Crete; 

I'lis penfive brow the geneious care exprefl 

^ith which a wounded foldier touch’d hisbreaft, 2 So 

Whom in the chance of war a javelin tore. 

And hts fad comrades from the battle bore ; 

Kim to the furgeons of the camp he fent ; 

That office paid, he iffued from his tent. 

Fierce for the fight; to whom the God begun, 28^ 
In Thoas’ voice, Andrasmon’s valiant fon. 

Who rol’d wdiere Calydcn’s white rocks arife. 

And Fleuron’s chalky cliffs emblaze the fkics ; 

Where’s now th’ imperious vaunt, thedaiingboafl, 
Qf Greece vidorious, anl proud Ilion loft ? 290 

To whom the king : On Greece no blame be tluowii> 
Arms are her trade, and war is all her own. 
lier hardy hqioes fiom the well-fought plains 
Nor fear withholds, nor lhameful floth detains^ 


^ Amphimachus. 
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*Tls Heaven, alas! and Jove's all-powerful doom, 295 
That far, far diftant from our native home 
Wills us to fall, inglorious 1 Oh my friend I 
Once foremoft in the Hght, fiill prone to lend 
Oi arms or counfels, now perform thy bell. 

And what thou canft not fingly, urge the reft; 500 

Thus he , and thus the God, whofe force can make 
The iblid globe’s eternal bafts fhake t 
Ah ^ ntvtr mav he fee his native land. 

But feed the vultures on this hateful ftrand, 

5 Vho feeks ignobly in his Chips to ftay, 505 

Nor daies to combat on this ftgnal day I 
For this, -behold ! in horrid arms I Ihine, 

And urge thy foul to rival a6:s with mine : 

Together let us battle on the plain ; 

Two, not the worft ; nor ev’n this fuccour vain: 510 
Not vain the weakeft, if their force unite ; 

But ours, the braveft have confefs'd in fight. 

This faid, he rufties where the combat burns - 
Swift to his tent the Cretan king returns; 

From thence, two javelins glittering in his hand, 3 1 y 
And clad in arms that lighten’d alFthe ftrand. 

Fierce on the foe th’ impelftous hero drove j 
Like lightning burfting fr^ the arm of Jove, 

Which to pale man the wrath -of Heaven declares, 

0r terrifies ih’ offending worl<f with wars ; j20 

In ftreamy fparkles, kindling all the Ikies, 

From pole to pole the trail of glory files. 

Thus his bright armour o'er the dazzled throng- 
Gleam’d dreadful, as the monarch fialh'd along. 

Himj, 
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Him near his tent, Meriones attends; 32^ 

Whom thus he queflions : Ever bell of friends ! 

0 fay, in every art of battle IkilFd, 

What holds thy courage from fo brave a field ? 

On fome important meflage art thou bound. 

Or bleeds my friend by fome unhappy wound ? 330 

Inglorious here, my foul abhors to flay. 

And glows with profpeds of th’ approaching day, 

O prince 1 (Meriones replies) whofe care 
Leads forth th’ embattled fons of Crete to war ; 

This fpeaks my grief ; this headlefs lance I wield ; 33 jf 
The reft lies rooted in a Trojan fhield. 

To whom the Cretan : Enter, and receive 
The wanted weapons ; thofe my tent can give ; 
Spears I have (lore {and Trojan lances all) 

That fhed a luftre round th’ illumin'd wall. 34t> 

Though I, difdamful of the diftant war. 

Nor trull the dart, nor aim th' uncertain Tpear* 

Yet hand to hand I fight, and fpoil the llain ; 

And thence thefe trophies and thefe arms I gain. 
Enter, and fee^on heaps the helmets roiPd, 34 j 

And high-hungfpears, and 'ftiieids that flame with gold* 
Nor vain (faid Merion^re our martial toils ; 

We too <^n boaft of no ignoble fpoils. 

But thofe 'my »ftiip contains; whence diftant far, 

1 fight confpioious in the van of war. 330 

Whai need I more ? if any Greek there -be 

Who knows not Merion, I appeal 'to thee* 

To this, Idomeneus : The fields of fight 
Have prov'd thy valour, and unconquer'd might ; 

And 
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And were fome ambiifh for the foes defign^d, 555 
E\ ’ti there, thy courage would not lag behind. 

In that lharp fervice, hngled from the reft. 

The fear of each, or valour, ftands confeft. 

No force, no iirmnefs, 'the pale coward fliows ; 

He fhifts his place ; his colour comes and goes ; " 3^0 
A dropping fweat creeps cold on every part, 

Againft his bofom beats his quivering heart ; 

Terrour and death in his wild eye-balls ftare ; 

With chattering teeth he ftands, and ftiffening hair. 
And looks a bloodlefe image of defpair I 365 

Not fo the brave — ftill dauntlefs, ftili the fame. 
Unchanged his colour, and unmov'd his frame; 
Compos'd his thought, determin'd is his eye, 

And fix’d his foul, to conquer or to die : 

If aught difturb the tenour of his breaft, 

^Tis but the willi to ftrike before the reft. 

In fuch aftays thy blamelefs worth is known. 

And every art of dangerous war thy own. 

chance of fight whatever wounds you bore, 

Thofe wounds were glorious all, and -all before ; fyj 
Such as may teach, 'twas ftill thy brave delight 
T' oppofe thy bofom where the foremoft ‘fight. 

But why, like infants, cold to honour's cliarms, 

Siaiid we to talk, when glory calls to arms ? 

Go— from *my conquer'd fpcars the choiceft take, 3*80 
And to ifheir owners fend them nobly baek. 

Swift as the ward bold Morion fnatdh'd a fpear. 
And breathing Oaughter follow'd to the War. 
iSo.Mars armipotent invades the plain 
|T^ wide deftro)/er of the race of man). 

Terrour, 


1 
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Terrour, Ills beft-lov"d fon, attends his courfe. 

Arm’d with ftem boldnefs, and enormous force ; 
The pride of haughty warriours to confound. 

And lay the drength of tyrants on the ground : 

From Thrace they fly, call’d' to the diie alarms 590 
Of warring Phlegyians, and Ephyrian arms ; 

Invok’d by both, relentlefs, they difpofe 
To thefe glad conqueft, murderous rout to thofe. 

So inarch’d the leaders of the Cretan train. 

And their bright arms (hot honour o’er the plain. 595 
’ Then flifl fpake Meiion • Shall we join the right, ^ 
Or combat in the centre of the flght ? 

Or to the left our wanted fucc#urdend ? 

Hazard and fame all parts alike attend • 

Hot in the centre (Idomen reply’d) : 400 

Our abiefl chieftains the main battle guide ; 

Each god-like Ajax makes that poll his care. 

And gallant Teucer deals deflrudion there ; 

Skill’d, or with fhafts to gall the. diflant held. 

Or bear clofe battle on the founding Ihield. 

Thefe can the rage of haughty Hedlor tame ; 

Safe in their arms, the navy fears no flame ; 

Till Jove himfeif defeends, his bolts to ihed» 

And hurl the blazing ruin at our head. 

Great mufl; lie be, of more than human biith, „4io 
^or feed like mortals on the fruits of ^arth. 

Him neither rocks can crufc, nor fteel can wound, 
Wlmm Ajax fells not on th’ enfanguin’d ground : 

In flanding fight he mates Achilles’ force, 

Exceird alone in fwxftnefs in the courfe* 


415 

Tlien 
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Then to the left our ready arms apply. 

And hve with glory, or with glory die. 

He fald ; and Meiion to th* appointed place, 
rFierce as the God of battles, urg’d his pace* 

Soon as the foe the fhining chieG beheld 420 

Rufh like a £ery torrent o’er the field. 

Their force embodied in a tide the^ pour ; 

The riling combat founds along the Ihure. 

As warring winds, in Sirius’ fultry reign. 

From different quarters fweep the fandy plain j 425 
On every fide the dully whiilwinds rife. 

And the diy fields are lifted to the flues ; 

Thus, by defpai?, hope, rage, together driveny 
Met the black hods, and, meeting, darken’d heaven* 
All dreadful glar’d the iron face of war, 430 

Brillled with upright fpears, that flafh’d afar j 
Diie was the gleam, of breaft-plates, helms, and fliields. 
And polilh’d arms emblaz’d the flaming fields ; 
Tremendous fcene ! that general horrour gave. 

But touch’d with joy the bofoms of the brave. 43 5 
Saturn’s great fons in fierce contention vy’d. 

And crouds of heroes in their anger dy’d. 

The Sire of earth and heaven, by Theti'S won 
To crown v/ith glory Peleus^ god 4 xke fon. 

Will’d not d€fl:ru(S:ion to the Grecian powders, 440 
But fpar’d a while the deflin’d Trojan towers : 

While Neptune, riflng from his azure main> 

Wait’d on the King of Heaven with flern difdain. 
And breath^i revenge, and flr’d the Grecian traiia. 
Gods ol one fource, of one ethereal race, 445* 

Alike divine, and heaven their native place ; 

VoL. XLIX* C But 
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But Jove tlie gieater ; firft-born of the ikies. 

And more than men, or Gods, fupremely wife. 

For this, of Jove's fuperior might afraid, 

Neptune in human form conceal'd his aid. 450 
Thefe powers infold the Greek and Trojan train 
In War and Difcord's adamantine chain, 

IndiiTolubly ftrong ; the fatal tye 

Is ftretch’d on both, and, clofe-compelFd, they die. 

Dreadful in arms, and grown in combats grey, 455 
The bold Idomeneus controls the day. 

Firil by his hand Othryoneus was fain, 

Sweird with falfe hopes, with mad ambition vain ! 
Call'd by the voice of war to martial fame. 

From high Cabefus* diilant walls he came ; 460 

Caiiandra’s love he fought, with boafts of power. 

And promis'd conqueft was the proffer'd dower. 

The king confented, by his vaunts abus'd ; 

The king confented, but the Fates refus'd. 

Proud of himfelf, and of th' imagin’d bride, 465 
The field he meafur’d with a larger ftride. 

Him, as he ftalk’d, the Cretan javelin found ; 

Vain was Ms breaft-plate to repel the wound : 

His dream of glory lofi:, he plung'd to hell : 

His arms refounded as the boafter fell. 470 

The great Idomeneus befirides the dead ; 

And thus (he cries) behold thy promife fped ! 

Such is the help thy arms to Ilion bring. 

And fuch the contrail of the Phrygian king ! 

Our offers now, illuftrious prince I receive; 475 
Tor fuch an aid what will not Argos give ^ 
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To conquer Troy, with ours thy forces join. 

And count Atrides’ faireft daughter thine. 

Meantime, on farther methods to advife. 

Come, follow to the heet thy new allies ; 480 

There hear what Greece has on her part to fay. 

He fpoke, and dragged the gory corfe away. 

This Afius view'd, unable to contain, 

Befoie his chariot warring on the plain ; 

(His crouded courfers, to his fquire confign’d, 485 
Impatient panted on his neck behind) 

To vengeance riling with a fudden fpring. 

He hop'd the conquell of the Cretan king. 

The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near, 

Full on his throat difcliarg’d the forceful fpear, 49*;? 
Beneath the chin the point vasTeen to glide. 

And glitter'd, extant at the farther fide. 

As when the mountain-oak, 01 poplar tall. 

Or pine, iit mail for fome great admiral. 

Groans to the oft-heav’d ax, with many a wound, 49 j 
Then fpreads a length of ruin o'er the ground ; 

So funk proud Afius in that dreadful day. 

And ftretch'd before his mucli-lov'd courfers lay^ 

He grinds the dull: dillain’d with Hreaming gore. 
And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the iliore, 500 
Depriv’d of motion, fiiff with flupid feai. 

Stands all aghaft his trembling chaiioteer. 

Nor Otuns the foe, nor turns the fleeds away. 

But falls transfix'd, an unrefifting prey 1 
Pierc'd by Antilochus, he pants beneath 
The ftatel} Cvir, and labours out his breath. 
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Thus Afios’ Heeds (their mighty maHer gone] 

Hemain the prize of NeHor’s youthful fon* 

Stabb’d at the light, Deiphobus drew nigh. 

And made, with force, the vengeful v/eapon fly* 5 m 
The Cretan faw ; and. Hooping, caus’d to glance 
From his Hope Ihield, the difappointed lance* 
Peneath the fpacious targe (a blazing round. 

Thick with bull-hides and brazen orbits bound. 

On his rais’d arm by two Hrong braces Hay’d) 51^ 
He lay colleded in defenfive Hiade ; 

O’er his fafe head the javelin idly fung. 

And on the tinkling verge more faintly rung* 

Ev’n then, the fpear the vigorotrs arm confeH, 

And pierc’d, obliquely, king Hypfenor’s breaH : 520 
Warm’d in his liver, to the ground it bore 
The chief, his people’s guardian now no more I 
Kot unattended (the proud Trojan cries) 

Nor unreveng’d, lamented Afius lies : 

For thee though hell’s black portals Hand difplay’d^ 
This mate lhall joy thy melancholy Hiade* 
Heart-piercing anguifli, at the haughty boaH, 
Touch’d every Greek, but NeHor’s fon the moH. 
Griev ’d as he was, his pious arms attend. 

And his broad buckler ihieMs his Haughtei’d friend ; 
'Fill fad MeciHheus and AlaHor bore 530 

His honour’d body to the tented Hiore. 

Nor yet from fight Idomeneus withdraws ; 

Refolv’d to perifli in his country’s caufe. 

Or find fome foe, whom heaven and he Hiall doom 1^3 j 
To wail his fate in death’s eternal gloom# 
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He fees Alcathous in the front afpire : 

Great iEfyetes was the hero’s lire : 

His fpoufe Hippodame, divinely fair, 

Ancliifes’ eldell hope, and darling care ; 54a 

Who charm’d her parent’s and her hulband’s heart, 
With beauty, fenfe, and eveiy work of ait: 

He once, of Ilion's youth, the lovelieh boy. 

The faireft Hie, of ail the fair of Troy* 

By Ivleptune now the haplefs hero dies, 54 J 

Who covers ivith a clouS thofe beauteous eyes. 

And fetters eiery limb : yet, bent to meet 
His fate, he Hands ; noi fhuns the lance of Crete* 

Fixt as fome column, or deep-rooted oak, 

(While the winds deep) his bread receiv’d the ilrohe« 
Before the ponderous Hroke his corfelct fields, 550 
Long us’d to ward the death in fighting fields. 

The riven armour fends a jarring found ; 

His labouring heart heaves with fo firong a bound. 
The long lance lliakes, and vibrates in the wound : 
Faft-fiowing from its fource, as prone he lay. 

Life’s purple tide impetuous guih’d away. 

Then Idomen, infulting o’er the fiain ; 

Behold, Deiphobus ! nor vaunt in vain : 

See ! on one Greek three Trojan ghofts attend, 560 
This, my third vidim, to the lhades I fend. 
Approaching now, thy boafted might approve. 

And try the prowefs of the feed of Jove. 

From Jove, enamour’d on a mortal dame. 

Great Minos, guardian of his country, came : 
Deucalion, blamelefs prince I was Minos’ heir ; 

His firii-born L the third from Jupiter ; 
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O^er fpacious Crete and her bold fons I reign. 

And thence my Ihips tranfport me through the mam i 
Lord of a hofl, o'er ali my bolt I fhine, 570 

A fcourge to thee, thy father, and thy line* 

The Trojail heard ; uncertain, or to meet 
Alone, with venturous arms, the king of Ciete ; 

Or feek auxiliar force : at length decreed 

To call fome hero to partake the deed, 575 

Forthwith ^neas rifes to his thought : 

For him, in Troyes remoteH lines, he fought; 

Where he, incens^'d at partial Priam, ilands. 

And fees fuperiour polls in meaner hands. 

To him, ambitious of fo great an aid, 

The bold Deiphobus approach'd, and faid : 

Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 

If e'er thy bofom felt fair honour's charms. 

Alcathoiis dies, thy brother and thy friend ! 

Come, and the warriour's lov'd remains defend. 5HJ 
Beneath his cares thy early youth was trainM, 

One table fed you, and one roof contain’d. 

This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe ; 

Halle, and revenge it on th' infulting foe.- 

iEneas heard, and for a fpace refign'd 59a 

To tender pity all his manly mind ; 

'Ihen, riling in his rage, he burns to fight : 

The Greek awaits him, with colle6led might. 

As the fell boar on fome rough mountain's head. 
Arm'd with wild terrours, and to llaoghter bred, j 
When the loud rullicks rife, and Ihout from far. 
Attends the tumult, and expefls the war; 

Oht 
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O'er his bent back the bnftly honours rife, 

Fires llream in lightning from his fanguine eyes j 
His foaming tuks both dogs and men engage, 600 
But mofl his hunters rouze his mighty rage ; 

So hood Idomeneus, his javelm (hook. 

And met the Trojan with a lowering look* 

Antiiochus, Deipyrus, were near. 

The youthful olfspring of the God of war, 605 

Merion, and Aphareos, in field renown’d ; 

To thefe the warriour fent his voice around : 

Fellows in arms I your timely aid unite j 
Lo, great iEneas rulhes to the fight ; 

Sprung from a God, and more than mortal bold ; 610 
He frefh in youth, and I in arms grown old. 

Fife ihould this hand, this hour, decide the hrife. 
The great difpute, of glory, or of life. 

He fpoke ; and all as with one foul obey’d ; 

Their lifted bucklers cah a dreadful fliade 
Around the chief. -®neas too demands 
Th’ afiihing forces of his native lands ; 

Paris, Deiphobus, Ajenor join ; 

(Co-aids and captains of the Trojan line) 

In order follow all th’ embodied train ; 620 

Like Ida’s flocks proceeding o’er the plain 5 
Before his fleecy care, ered and bold. 

Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold : 

With joy the fwain furveys them, as’ he leads 
To the cool fountains, through the well-known meads^ 
So joys iFneas, as his native band 
Moves oil in rank, and flretches o’er the land. 

C4 
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Round dead Alcathods now the battle rofe ; 

On every fide the fteely circle grows ; 

Kow batter’d breafi-plates and hack’d helmets ring. 
And o’er their heads unheeded javelins fing. 63 1 
Above the reft two towering chiefs appear. 

There great Idomeneus, iEneas here. 

Like Gods of war, difpenfing fate, they ftood. 

And bunfd to drench the ground with mutual, blood* 
The Trojan weapon whizz’d along in air. 

The Cretan faw, and ftiunn’d the brazen fpear^ 

Sent from an arm fo ftrong, the mifiive wood 
Stuck deep in earth, and quiver’d where it ftood. 

But Oenomas receiv’d the Cretan’s ftroke, 640 
The forceful fpear his hollow corfelet broke. 

It ripp’d his belly with a ghaftly wound. 

And roll’d the fmoaking entrails to the ground. 
Stretch’d on the plain, he fobs away his breath. 

And furious grafps the bloody duft in death. 64 J 

The viiftor from his breaft the weapon tears ; 

(His fpoils he could not, for the ftiower of fpears.) 
Though now unfit an aftive war to wage, 
tleavy with cumberous arms, ftifF with cold age. 

His liftlefs limbs unable for the courfe ; 650 

In ftanding fight he yet maintains his force : 

Till, faint with labour, and by foes repell’d. 

His tir’d flow fteps he drags from off the field. 

Deiphobus beheld him as he paft. 

And, fir’d with hate, a parting javelin caft : 6^^ 

The javelin err’d, but held its courfe along. 

And pierc’d Afcalaphus, the brave and young ; 

The 
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The fon of Mars fell gafping on the ground. 

And gnafh’d the duft all bloody with his wound. 

Nor knew the furious father of his fall ; 660 

High-thron’d amidft the gieat Olympian hall. 

On golden clouds th' immortal fynod fate ; 

Detain'd from bloody war by Jove and Fate* 

Now, where in duft the breathlefs hero laj”. 

For flain Afcalaphus commenc'd the fray. 665 

Deiphobus to feize his helmet files. 

And from his temples rends the glittering prize ; 
Valiant as Mars, Meriones drew near. 

And on his loaded arm difcliarg'd his fpear : 

He drops the weight, difabled with the pain ; 

The hollow helmet rings againft the plain. 

Swift as a vulture leaping on his prey. 

From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 
The reeking javelin, and rejoin’d his friends. 

His wounded bi other good Polites tends ; 

Around his waift his pious arms he threw'. 

And from the rage of combat gently drew : 

Him his fwift courfers, on his fplendid car, 

Bapt from the lefienmg thunder of the war ; 

To Troy they drove him, groaning from the fibore, 
And fprinkling, as he pafs'd, the fands with gore. 

Meanwhile frefti daughter bathes the fanguineground^ 
Pieaps fall on heaps, and heaven and earth tefoimd. 
Bold Apharens by great jiEneas bled ; 

As tow’rd the chief he turn'd his daring head, 68 j 

He pierc'd his throat ; the bending head, depreft 
Beneath his helmet, nods upon his breaft 5 
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PIls fhleld revers’d o’er the falPn warriour lies 5 
And evei lading flumber feals his eyes. 

Antiloclius, as Thoon turn’d him round, 690 

Tranfpierc’d his back with a difhoneft wound : 

Ihe hollow vein that to the neck extends 
Along tl^e chine, his eager javelin rends : 

Supine he falls, and to his focial tiain 

Spreads his imploring arms, but fpreads in vain. 69 ^ 

Th’ exulting vidor, leaping where he lay. 

From his broad fhoulders tore the fpoils away ; 

His time obferv’d ; for, clos’d by foes around. 

On all fides thick, the peals of arms refound. 

His fhield, embofs’d, the ringing dorm fudains, yoo 
But he impervious and untouch’d remains. 

{Great Neptune’s care preferv’d from hodile rage 
This youth, the joy of Nedoi’s glorious age) 

In arms intrepid, with the fird he fought. 

Fac’d every foe, and every danger fought ; yojf 
His winged lance, refidlefs as the wind. 

Obeys each motion of the mader’s mind, 

P.edlefs it flies, impatient to be free. 

And meditates the didant enemy. 

Tire fon of Afius, Adamas, drew near, yio 

And dnick his target with the brazen fpear. 

Fierce in his front : but Neptune wards the blow. 
And blunts the javelin of th’ eluded foe. 

In the broad buckler half the weapon dood ; 
Splinter’d on earth flew half the broken wood. 
Hifarm’d, he mingled in the Trojan crew ; 

But Meiion’s fpear o'eitoo.^ him as he flew. 


Deep 
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Deep in the belly's rim an entrance found, -% 

Where Hiarp the pang, and mortal is the wound* > 
Bending, he fell, and doubled to the ground, 720*! 
Lay panting. Thus an ox, in fetters tj'd. 

While death's ilrong pangs diftend his labouring fide,. 
His bulk enormous on the field difplays ; 

His heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life decays* 
The fpear, the conqueror from his body drew, 725 
And death's dim lhadows fwam before his view. 

Next brave Deipyrus in dull was laid : 

King Helenus wav'd high the Thracian blade. 

And fmote his temples, with an arm fo firong. 

The helm fell off, and roll'd amid the throng : 730 

There, for feme luckier Greek it rells a prize ; 

For dark in death the god-like owner lies I 
Raging with grief, great Menelaus burns. 

And, fraught with vengeance, to the vi<fl:or turns 5 
That Ihook the ponderous lance, in aft to throw; 73^ 
And this flood adverfe with the bended bow : 

Full on his breaft the Trojan arrow fell. 

But harmlcfs bounded from the plated fieeL 
As on fome ample barn's well-harden'd floor, 

(The winds collefted at each open door) 7^0 

While the broad fan with force is whirl'd around. 
Light leaps the golden grain, refulting from tlic 
ground : 

So from the fieel that guards Atrides' heart, 

Repeird to difiance files the bounding dait, 

Atrides, watchful of th' unwary foe, 74j^ 

Pieic'd with his knee the hand that grafp'd the bow. 

And 
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And naird it to the eugh ; the wounded hand 
Ttaird the long lance that mark'd with blood thefand* 
But ^ood Agenor gently from the wound 
The fpear folicits, and the bandage bound ; 7^0 

A ding's foft wool, fnatch'd from a foldiei’s dde. 

At once the tent and ligature Aipply'd. 

Behold ! Pifander, urg'd by Fate's decree. 

Springs through the ranks to fall, and fall by thee. 
Great Menelaiis 1 to enhance thy fame ; 755 

High- towering in the front, the wairiour came* 

Fird the fharp lance was by Atndes thrown ; 

The lance far didant by the viinds was blox^n* 

Nor pierc'd Pifander thiough Atndes' fnield ; 
Pifander's fpear fell fliivei’d on the field. 760 

Not fo difcourag'd, to the futuie blind, 

Vam dreams of conqueft fwell his haughty mind ; 
Dauntlefs he rufhes wheie the Spartan lord 
Like lightning brandifh'd Ms far-beaming fword. 

His left arm high oppos’d the fhining fhield : 76^ 
His right, beneath, the covet’d pole-ax held 
{An olive's cloudy grain the handle made, 

DiftiniSl: with duds ; and brazen was the blade) ; 

This on the helm difcharg'd a noble blow ; 

The plume dropt nodding to the plain below, 770 
Shorn from the cred. Atrides vav'd his dee! : 

Deep through his front the weighty falchion fell ; 
The cralhing bones before its force gave way ; 

In dud and blood the groaning heio lay ; 

Forc'd from their ghadly orbs, and fpouting gore, 775 
ITie clotted eye-balls tumble on the More* 
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The fierce Atrides fpurn’d him as he bled, 

Tore off his arms, and, loud-exulting, faid ; 

Thus, Trojans, thus, at length be tanght to fear ; 
O race perfidious, who delight in war ! 

Already noble deeds ye have performed, 

A princefs rapt tranfcends a navy florm'd : 

In fuch bold feats your impious might approve. 
Without th' afiillance, or the fear, of Jove. 

The violated rites, the ravifh'd dame, 

Our heroes flaughter'd, and our ffups on flame. 
Crimes heap’d on crimes fhall bend your glory down,^ 
And whelm in ruins yon flagitious town* 

O thou, great Father I Lord of earth and Ikies, 
Above the thought of man! fupicmely wife I yg^ 
If from thy hand the fates of mort 4 ft flovv. 

From whence this favour to an impious foe, 

A godlefs crew, abandon’d and unjuft. 

Still breathing rapine, violence, and lull ? 

The befl: of things, beyond their meafure, cloy j yg^ 
Sleep’s balmy blefling, lovers endearing joy; 

The feafl:, the dance ; whatever mankind defire, 

Ev’n the fweet charms of facred numbers tire* 

But Troy for ever reaps a dire delight 
In thirft of flaughter, and in lufi: of fight. 80a 

This faid, he feiz^d (while yet the carcafs heav’d) 
The bloody armour, which his train receiv'd : 

Then fudden mix’d among the warring crew# 

And the bold fon of Pylasmenes flew, 

Harpalion had through Afia travePd far, So^ 

Following his martial father to- the war ; 

Through 
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Through filial love he left his native fhoiCj^ 

Never, ah never, to behold it more ! 

His unfuccefsfui fpear he chanc’d to fling 
Againfl the target of the Spartan king ; 810 

Thus of his lance difaim’d, fiom death he flies. 

And turns around his apprehenfive eyes. 

Him, through the hip tranfpiercing as he fled. 

The fhaft of Merioii mingled with the dead. 

Beneath the bone the glancing point defcends, 815 
And, diiving down, the fweliing bladder rendsi ; 
Sunk in his fad companions arms he lay. 

And in fhort pantings fobb’d his foul away ; 

(Like fome vile woim extended on the ground) 

While life’s red torrent gufh’d from out the wound. 
Him on his car the Paphlagonian train 
In flow proceflion bore fiom off the plain. 

The penflve father, father now no moie ! 

Attends the mournful pamp along the fliore ; 

And unavailing tears profufely fhed ; 82 5 

And, unreveng’d, deplor’d his offspring dead. 

Palis from far the moving fight beheld. 

With pity fofteii’d, and with fur) fwell’d ; 

His honour’d hoft, a youth of marchlefs grace, 

And lov'd of all the Paphlagonian race 5 830 

With his full ffrength he bent bis aiigrv boiv. 

And wing’d the feather'd vengeance at the foe. 

A chief there was, the brave Euchenor nam’d. 

For riches much, and moie for virtue fam'd. 

Who held his feat in Counth’s flately town ; 8j J 
F’oljdus’ foil, a fecr of old renovn. 

Ffft 
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Oft had the father told his early doom. 

By arms abroad, or flow difeafe at home : 

He climb'd his velTel, prodigal of breath. 

And chofe the certain, glorious path to death, 840 
Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went ; 

The foul came ifTuing at the narrow vent ; 

His limbs, unnerv'd, drop ufelefs on the ground. 

And everlailing darknefs ihades him round.* 

Nor knew great Hedlor how his legions yield 84 
(Wrapt in the cloud and tumult of the field) ; 

Wide on the left the force of Greece commands. 
And conquefi: hoveis o’er th’ Achaian bands ;■ 

Whtli fuch a tide fiiperior virtue fway'd. 

And he ^ that fhakes the folid earth, gave aid. S50 
But in the center Hedor fix'd remain'd, 

WTere firfi: the gates were forc’d and bulwarks gain'd; 
There, on the margin of the hoary deep, 

(Their naval flation where th' Ajaces keep. 

And where low walls confine the beating tides, 855 
Whofe humble barrier fcarce the foe dhddes ; 

WTere late in fight, both foot and horfe engag'd. 
And all the thunder of the battle rag'd) 

There join'd, the whole Boeotian firength remains. 
The proud lonians with their fweeping trains, 860 
Locrians and Phthians, and th’ Epaean force ; 

But, join’d, repel not Hedor's fiery coiirfe. 

The fiower of Athens, Stichius, Phidas led. 

Bias and great Meneftheus at their head. 

Meges the firong the Epeian hands control’d, 86y 
And Draclus prudent, and Amphion hold ; 

* Neptune, 
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The Phthians Medon, fam'd for martial mighty 
And brave Podarces, adive in the fight. 

This drew from Phylacus his noble line ; 

Iphiclus’ fon : and that (Oileus) thine : S70 

(Young Ajax' brother, by a ftol'n embrace ; 

He dwelt far difiant from his native place, 

By his 6erce fiepdame from his father's reign 
ExpclPd and exil’d for her brother fiain.) 

Thefe rule the Phthians, and their arms employ S7J 
Mixt with Boeotians, on the fhores of Troy. 

Now fide by fide, with like imweaiy'd care. 

Each Ajax labour'd through the field of war : 

So when two lordly bulls, with equal toil. 

Force the bright plowfiiare through the fallow foil, 88p 
Join’d to one yoke, the ftiibbom earth they tear. 

And trace large furrows with the fhining lhare ; 

O’er their huge limbs the foam defeends in fnow. 
And llreams of fweat down their four foreheads flow. 
A train of heroes follow'd through the field, 88^ 
Who bore by turns great Ajax’ feven-foH Ihield ; 
Whene'er he breath’d, remlflive of his might. 

Tir’d with inceflant flaughters of the fight. 

No following troops his brave afibciate grace : 

In clofe engagement an unpradis’d race, 890 

The Locrian fquadrons nor the javelin wield. 

Nor bear the helm, nor lift the moony fhield ; 

But IkilFd from far the flying ihaft to wing. 

Or whirl the founding pebble from the fling ; 
Dextrous with thefe they aim a certain wound, 895: 
Or fell the diflant warriour to the ground* 
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Thus in the van, the Telainoixiaii train 
Throng’d in bright arms, a preffing fight maintain; 
Far in the rear the Locrian archers He, 

Whofe ftones and arrows intercept the ik/, goo 

The mingled tempefi on the foes they pour ; 

Troy’s fcattering orders open to the fiiower. 

Now had the Greeks eternal fame acquir’d. 

And the gall’d Ilians to their walls retir’d ; 

But fage Poiydames, difcreetly brave, 905 

Addrefs’d great Hedor, and this counfel gave : 

Though great in all, thou fcem’fi: averfe to lend 
Impartial audience to a faithful friend ; 

To Gods and men thy matchlcfs worth is known. 
And every art of glorious war thy own ; 91Q 

But in cool thought and counfcl to excel. 

How tvidely differs this from warring well ? 

Content with what the bounteous Gods have given. 
Seek not alone t’ engrofs the gifts of Heaven, 

To feme the powers of bloody war belong, 9 1 ^ 
To feme, fweet mufick, and the charm of fong ; 

To few, and wondrous few, has Jove afiigii’d 
A wife, extend ve, all-confideiing mind ; 

Their guardians thefe, the nations round confels. 
And towns and empires for their fafety blefs, 920 
If Heaven have lodg’d this virtue in my bieafi. 
Attend, O Hedor, what I judge the bell : 

See, as thou nioy’fi:, on dangers dangers fpread. 

And war’s whole fury burns around thy head. 

Behold I diftrefb’d within yon hoible wall. 

How many Trojans yield, difperfe, or fall ? 

VoL. XLIX, D 
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What troops, out-number’d, fcarce the war maintain ! 
And what brave heroes at the fhips lie flam ? 

Here ceafe thy fury ; and the chiefs and kings 
Convok'd to council, weigh the fum of things, 93a 
Whether (the Gods fucceeding our defires) 

To yon tall fhips to bear the Trojan fires ; 

Or quit the fleet, and pafs unhurt away. 

Contented with the conquefl: of the day. 

I fear, I fear, leil Greece, not yet undone, 935 
Pay the large debt of lafl: revolving fun ; 

Achilles, great Achilles, yet remains 
On yonder decks, and yet o'erlooks the plains 1 
The counfel pleas'd ; and Hedor, wdth a bound. 
Leaped from his chariot on the trembling ground , 
Swift as he leap'd his clanging arms refound. 

To guard this pofl (he cried) thy art employ. 

And here detain the fcatter’d youth of 1 roy ; 

"Where yonder heroes faint, I bend my way. 

And haften back to end the doubtful day. 945 

This faid ; the towering chief prepares to go. 
Shakes his white plumes that to the bree/es flow. 

And feems a moving mountain topt with Inow, 
Through all his hoft, infpiring force, he flies. 

And bids anew the martial thunder rife, 930 

To Panthus' fon, at Hedor's high command, 

Haile the bold leaders of the Tiojan band : 

But round the batfiements, and round the plain. 

Fur many a chief he look'd, but look'd in vain ; 

‘iivicbus, nor HePniis tl . feer, 935^ 

fsc. ..FuF fon, nor Alias felf appear* 


For 
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For thefe were pierc’d with many a ghaiily wound^ 
Some cold in death, fome groaning on the ground ; 
Some low m duH (a mournful objed) lay ; 

High on the wall fome breath’d their fouls wmy. 96a * 
Far on thve left, amid the thiong he found 
(Cheering the troops, and dealing deaths around) 

The graceful Pans , whom, with fuiy mov’d, 
Opp’cbrious, thus, th^ impatient chief reprov’d : 

Ill-fated Paris ! have to woman-kind, 

As fmooth cf face as fraudulent of mind I 
Wheie is Deiphobus, where Aiius g^ne ^ 

The god-like father, and th’ inticpid fon ? 

The force of Ilelenos, dlfpenfng Lite; 

And great Othryoneas, fo fear'd of late ? 9*^0 

Black fate hango o'er thee from th’ avenging Gods, 
Imperial Troy from her foundations nods; 

Whelm’d in thy country’s ruins Omit thou fall. 

And one devouring vengeance fwailow all. 

When Pans thus . My bi other and my friend, 97^ 
Tliy warm iinpatience makes tliy tongue offend. 

In ether battles I deferv’d thy blame. 

Though then not dcedlefs, nor unknown to fame t 
But Once yon rampart by thy arms lay low^, 

I fcatter’d daughter from my fatal bow* ^ ^80 
The chiefs you feek on yonder fhore He flain ; 

Of all thofe heroes, two alone remain ; 

Deiphobus, and Helenas the feer. 

Each now difabied by a hoftile fpear. 

Go then, fuccefsful, wdiere thy foul infplres : 

This heart and hand fliall fecond all thy fires ; 

D a * What 
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Wliat with this arm I can, piepaie to know. 

Till death for death be paid, and blow for blow* 

But, "tis not ours, with forces not our own 
To combat ; flrength is of the Gods alone. 990 
Thefe words the heroes angiy mind aifuage ; 

Then fierce they mingle where the thickefl lage. 
Around Polydamas, diRain’d with blood* 

Cebrion, Phalces, Hern Orthseus flood* 

Palmus, with Polypsetes the divine, 99^ 

And two bold brothers of fiippotion's line ; 

(Who leach’d fair Ilion, from Afcania far. 

The former day ; the next engag’d in war.) 

As when from gloomy clouds a whirlwind fprings. 
That beais Jove’s thunder on its dreadful wings, 1000 
Wide o’er the blafled fields the tempefl fweeps 5 
Then, gather’d, fettles on the hoary deeps ; 

Th’ afflufled deeps tumultuous mix and roar ; • 

The waves behind impel the waves befoie, i 

"Wide-rolling, foaming high, and tumbling to the 
fhore : 1005 

Thus rank on rank the thick battalions throng, 

Chief urg’d on chief, and man drove man along. 

Far o’er the plains in dreadful order bright. 

The brazen arms refie^l a beamy light : 

Full in the blazing van great Hed:or fhin’d, loio 
Like Mars commifiion’d to confound mankind, 

Befoie him fiaming, his enormous fhield 
Like the broad fun, illumin’d all the field : 

His nodding helm emits a ftreamy ray ; 

His piercing eyes through all the battle ftray, loi 5 

And, 
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And, 'while beneath his targe he flafh'd along. 

Shot terroiirs round, that wither’d ev’n the Itrong. 

Thus ilcilk'd he, dreadful ; death was in his look ; 
Whole nations lear’d ; but not an Argit e ihook. 

The tov'/eiing Ajax:, with an ample flrlde, 1020 
Advanc’d the firft, and thus the chief defy’d : 

FleTor I come on, thy empty threats forbear : 

’Tis not thy arm, ’tis rhundciing Jove we fear: 

The fidil of war to us not idly given, 

Lo ! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but Heaven^ 
Vain are the hopes that haughty mmd imparts. 

To force our fleet ; the Greeks have hands, andhearts^ 
Long ere in flames our lofty navy fall. 

Your boafted city and your god-built wall 

Shall link beneath us, fmoaking on the ground ^ 1030 

And fpread a long, unmeafur'd ruin round. 

The time lhall come, when, chac’d along the plain, 
Evhi thou lhalt call on Jove, and call in vain ; 

Evhi thou lhalt uifh, to aid thy defperate courfe. 
The wings of falcons for tliy flying horfe ; 1035 

Shalt run, foigetiul of a warriour’s fame. 

While clouds of friendly dull: conceal thy lhame. 

As thus he fpoke, behold, in open view. 

On founding wnngs a dexter eagle flew* 

To Jove's glad omen all the Grecians rife, 1040 
And hall, with hiouts, his progrefs through the ikies ; 
Far-echoing clamours bound from fide to fide : 

They ceas’d ; and thus the chief of Troy reply ’d ; 

From whence tins menace, this infulting firain t 
Enoimous boafier ; doom'd to vaunt in vain* xo4f 
D 5 
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So may the Gods on Hedor life beftow, 

(Not that fhort life which mortals lead below. 

Bat fuch as thofe of Jove's high lineage bom. 

The blue-ey’d Maid, or He that gilds the morn.) 

As this decifive day lhall end the fame 
Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name. 1050 
And thou, imperious * if thy madnefs wait 
The lance of He<S:or, thou fhalt meet thy fate i 
That giant corpfe, extended on the fhore. 

Shall largely feed the fowls with fat and gore. 

He faid, and like a lion ftalk'd along. 1055 
With fliouts inceflant earth and ocean rung. 

Sent from his following hoft ; the Grecian train 
With anfwering thunders fill'd the echoing plain ; 

A Ihout that tore Heaven’s concave, and above 
Shook the fix’d fplendouis of the throne of Jove. 1 060 
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Juao deceives Jupiter by the Girdle of Venus* 

KESTOR^ fitting at the table with Machaon, is 
alarmed with the encrealing clamour of the war, 
and haflens to Agamemnon : on his uay he meets 
tnat prince with Diomed and UlyfTes, whom he in- 
forms of the extremity of the danger, Agamem- 
non propofes to make their efcape by nighty which 
Ulyffes wdthflands ; to which Diomed adds his ad- 
vice, that, w^ounded as they were, they fhould go 
forth and encourage the army with their prefence 5 
tvhich advice is purfued, Juno, feeing the parti- 
ality of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms a defign to 
o\er leach him; fhe fets off her charms with the 
utrnoCl care, and {the more forely to enchant him) 
obtains the magic circle of V enus. She then applies 
herfelf to the God of Sleep, and, with fome diffi- 
culty, perfuades him to feal the eyes of Jupiter; 
this done, fhe goes to Mount Ida, where the God, 
at hiH fight, IS raviflied with her beauty, finks in 
her embraces, and is laid afleep, Neptune takes 
ad\^ant2ge of his Humber, and fuccours the Greeks : 
Heftor is Hruck to the ground with a prodigious 
Hone by Ajax, and carried off from the battle. Se- 
veral adions fucceed; till the Trojans, much di- 
llreiTed, are obliged to give way : the idler Ajax 
Hgnali'zes himfelf in a particular manner* 
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B ut Bor the genial feafl, nor flowing bowl. 

Could charm the cares of Neflor^s atchful foul ; 
His flartled ears th' encreafing cries attend ; 

Then thus, impatient, to his wounded friend : 

What new alarm, divine Macbaon, fay, ^ 

What mixt events attend this mighty day ? 

Hark ! how the Ihouts divide, and how they meet. 
And now come full, and thicken to the fleet ! 

Here, with the cordial draught, difpel thy care. 

Let Hecamede the flrengthening bath prepare, jo 
Refrefh thy wound, and cleanfe the clotted gore ; 
While I th’ adventures of the day explore. 

He faid : and feissing Thrafymedes’ fhield, 
fHis valiant oiFspring) haften'd to the field ; 

(That day, the fon his father’s buckler bore) 

Then fnatcli’d a Iance,.-and ifliied from the door. 
Soon as the profpe6: open’d to his view. 

His wounded eyes the feene of forrow knew ; 

Dire difarray ! the tumult of the fight. 

The wall in ruins, and the Greeks in flight. so 
As when old Ocean’s filent furface fleeps^ 

The waves juft heaving on the purple deeps ; 


While 
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While yet th’ expeded temped hangs on high^ 

Weighs down the cloud, and blackens in the iky. 

The mafs of waters will no wind obey ; 25 

Jove fends one gud, and bids them loll away. 

While wavering counfeis thus his mind engage, 
Fiuduates in doubtful thought the Pylian fage. 

To join the hod, or to the geneial hade ; 

Debating long, he fixes on the lad : jO 

Yet, as he moves, the fight his bofom w'^arms ; 

The field rings dreadful with the clang of arms ; 

The gleaming fauichions fiaih, the javelins fly ; 

Blows echo blows, and all or kill, or die. 

Him, in his march, the wounded princes meet, 3^ 
By tardy deps afcending from the fleet : 

The king of men, Ulyfles the divine. 

And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 

(Their fhips at didance from the battle dand. 

In lines advanc’d along the fhelving drand : 40 

Whofe bay, the fleet unable to contain 
At length ; befide the margin of the main. 

Hank above rank, the crouded fhips they moor : 

Who landed fird lay highed on the fhore.) 

Supported on their fpears, they took their w'ay, 45 
.Unfit to fight, but anxious for the day. 

Nedor’s approach alarm’d each Grecian bread. 

Whom thus the general of the hod addred : 

O grace and glory of th’ Achaian name I 
What drives thee, Nedor, from the field of fame ? 50 
Shall then proud Hedor fee his boad fulfill’d. 

Our fleets in afhes, and our heroes kill’d ? 

Sach 
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Sacli was liis threat, all now too foon made good. 

On many a Grecian bofom writ in blood. 

Is every heart inflam'd with equal rage 
Againfl; your king, nor will one chief engage ? 

And have I liv'd to fee with mournful eyes 
In every Greek a new Achilles rife ? 

Gerenian Neflor then ; So Fate has will'd ; 

And all-conflrming time has fate fuIflU'd. 6 a 

Not he that thunders from th' aerial bower. 

Not Jove himfelf, upon the pall has power. 

The wall, our late in\ iolable bound. 

And bell defence, lies fmoaking on the ground : 

Ev‘n to the fliips their conquering arms extend, 6 ^ 
And groans of llaughter'd Greeks to heaven afcend. 
On fpeedy meafures then employ your thought. 

In fuch diflrefs. If counfel proflt aught ; 

Arms cannot much : though Mars our fouls excite ; 
Thefe gaping wounds withhold us from the fight. 70 
To him the monarch : That our army bends. 

That Troy triumphant our high fleet afcends. 

And that the rampart, late our fureft trufl:. 

And befl: defence, lies fmoaking in the dull : 

All this from Jove’s afflidive hand we bear, 7j; 

Who, far from Argos, wills our ruin here. 

Pafi: are the days when happier Greece was bleft, 

Atid all his favour, all his aid confefi: 5 
Now Heaven, averfe, our hands from battle ties. 

And lifts the Trojan glory to the Ikies. 80 

Ceafe we at length to waile our blood in vain. 

And launch what Chips He ncarefl to the main ; 


Leave 
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Leave thefe at anchor till the comins; ni^ht : 

Then, if impetuous Troy forbeai the fight. 

Bring all to fea, and hoifi: each fail for flight. 85 
Better from evils, well forefeen, to run. 

Than perifh in the danger we may Ihun. 

Thus he. The fage Ulyfies thus replies. 

While angei flafh^d fiom his difdainful eyes : 

What fhameful woids (unkingly as thou ait) 90 
Fall from that trembling tongue, and timorous heart* 
Oh, were thy fway the curfe of meaner powers. 

And thou the fhame of any hofi: but ours ! 

A hofi, by Jove endued with martial might. 

And taught to conquer, or to fall in fight : 
Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage. 
Employ'd our youth, and yet employs our age. 

And wilt thou thus defert the Tiojan plain ? 

And have whole fireams of blood been fpiit in vain ? 
In fuch bafe fentence if thou couch thy fear, 100 
Speak it in whifpeis, left a Greek fhould hear. 

Lives there a man fo dead to fame, who dares 
To think fuch meannefs, oi the thought declares ? 
And comes it ev'n from him whofe fovereign fway 
The bandied legions of all Greece obey ? 10 ^ 

Is this a general^s voice that calls to flight, 

While^'war hangs doubtful, while his foldiers fight ? 
“Wliat more could Troy ? What yet their fate denies. 
Thou giv'fi the foe : all Greece becomes their prize. 
No more the troops {our hoified fails in view, no 
Themfeives abandon’d) ihall the fight purfue 5 
But thy fiiips flying, with defpair lhali fee ; 

And owe deftruftion to a prince like thee. 


Thy 
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TI17 jufl reproofs (Atrides calm replies) 

Like arrows pierce me, for thy words are wife. 1 1 5 
Unwilling as I am to lofe the hoft, 

I force not Greece to leave this hateful coaiL 
Glad I fubmit, whoe’er, or young or old. 

Aught, more conducive to our weal, unfold* 

Tydides cut him fhort, and thus began : 120 

Such counfel if you feek, behold the man 
Who boldly gives it ; and what he fhall fay. 

Young though he be, difdain not to obey : 

A youth, who from the mighty Tydeus fprings. 

May fpeak to councils and alTembled kings. 1 35 
Hear then in me the great Oenidcs’ fon, 

Whofe honour’d dull (his race of glory run) 

Lies whelm’d in ruins of the Theban wall ; 

Brave in his life, and glorious in his fall ; 

With three bold fons was generous Prothous blell, 1 50 
Who Pleuron’s wails and Calydon poITeft; 

Melas and Agrius, but (who far furpall 
The reft in courage) Oeneus w as the laft. 

From him, my Sire. From Calydon expell’d. 

He pafs’d to Argos, and in exile dwell’d; 155 

The monarch’s daughter there (fo Jove ordain’d) 

He won, and ftourilh’d where Adraftus reign’d ; 
There, rich in fm tune’s gifts, his acres till’d, J 
Beheld his vines their liquid harveft yield, f 

And numerous fiocks that whiten’d ail the held. 140 ' 
Such Tydeus was, the foremoft once in fame I 
Nor lives in Greece a ftranger to his name. 

Then, what for common good my thoughts inipire. 
Attend ; and in the fon, relped the fire ; 


Though 
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TIiougK fore of battle, thoogh with wounds opprefl. 
Let each go forth, and animate the reft. 

Advance the glory which he caniiot (hare. 

Though not partaker, witnefs of the war. 

But left new wounds on wounds o’ei power us quite, 
Beyond the miiftle javelin’s founding flight, j 
Safe let us ftand , and from the tumult far, 

Infpire the rd.nks, and rule the diftant war. 

He added not . the Lftening kings obej , 

Slow moving on , Atndes leads the wtxy. 

The God of Ocean (to inflane their rage) 

Appears a ariiour furrow ’d o’er with age ; 

Preft in iiis own, the gcncrars hand he took. 

And thus the veneiable hero fpokc • 

Atrides, lo I with what difdainful eye 
Achilles fees his country’s forces fly, x 6 o 

Blind impious man! whofe angei is his guide. 

Who glories in unutteiable pride. 

So may he perifli, fo may Jove difclaim 
The wretch relentlefs, and o’er v. helm with (hame ! 
But hea\en forfakes not thee : o’er yonder fands 165 
Soon (halt thou view the Matter’d Trojan bands 
Ply diverfe ; wdiile proud kings, and chiefs reiiowm’d. 
Driven heaps on heaps, with clouds involv’d around 
Of lolling duft, their winged wdieels employ 
To hide their ignominious heads in Troy. jyo 

He fpoke, then rulh’d amid the v/arriour crew ; 
And fent his voice before him as he flew. 

Loud, as the fnout encountering armies yield. 

When twice ten thoufand (hake the labouring field ; 
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Siidh as the voice, and fuch the thundering found 
Of him, whofe trident rends the folid ground. 

Each Argive bofom beats to meet the fight. 

And grifly war appears a pleafing fight. 

Meantime Saturnia from Olympus’ brow. 

High thron’d m gold, beheld the fields below; i8a 
With joy the glorious confiidl: fhe furvey’d. 

Where her great brother ga\'e the Grecians aid. 

But plac’d aloft, on Ida’s lhady height 
She fees her Jove, and trembles at the fight. 

Jove to deceive, what methods fhali fire try, 1 85 
What arts, to blind his all-beholding eye ? 

At length file trults her power , refolv’d to prove 
The old, yet fiill fuccefsful, cheat of love ; 

Againfi: his wifdom to oppofe her charms. 

And lull the Lord of Thunders in her arms. igo 
Swift to her bright apartment fhe repairs. 

Sacred to drefs and beauty’s pleafing cares . 

Wi*th Ikiil divine had Vulcan form’d the bower. 

Safe from accefs of each intruding power. 

Touch’d with her fecret key, the doors unfold: 195 
Sejf-clos d, bvhmd her Ihut the I'alves of gold. 

Idere firil Ihe bathes , and round her body pours 
Soft oils of fragrance, and ambrofial fhowers : 

The winds, pertum’d, the balmy gale convey 
Through heaven, through earth, and all th’ aerial way ; 
Spirit diviuc 1 whofe exhalation greets 
’I'he fenfe of Gods with more than mortal fweets. 

’J hus while fhe breath’d of heaven, with decent pride 
Her artful hands tlie radiant tidTes ty’d ; 


Part 
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Part on lier head in Hiinmg ringlets lolFd, 20 j 

Part o’er her Ihoulders wav’d like melted gold. 
Around her next *a heavenly mantle flow’d. 

That rich with Pallas’ labour’d colours glow’d : 
Large clafps of gold the foldings gather’d round, 

A golden zone her fwelling bofom bound, 210 

Far-beaming pendants tremble in her ear. 

Each gem illumin’d with a triple liar. 

Then o’er her head fhe calls a veil more white 
Than new-falPn fnow, and dazzling as the light, 

Lafl: her fair feet celcftial fandals grace, 21 ^ 

Thus iflliing radiant with majeftic pace. 

Forth from the dome th’ imperial Gcddefs moves. 

And calls the Mother of the Smiles and Loves. 

How long (to Venus thus apait flie ciied) 

Shall human llrife celeftial minds dnide ? 22a 

Ah yet, will Venus aid Saturnia’s joy. 

And fet afide the caufe of Greece and Tioy ? 

Let Heaven’s dread emprefs (Cytheiasa faid) 

Speak her requefl:, and deem her will obey’d. 

Then grant me (faid the Queen) thofe conquering chaims* 
That power, which mortals and immortals w^arms. 
That love, which melts mankind in fierce dell res. 

And burns the fons of Heaven with facred fires 1 
For lo I hafie to thofe remote abodes. 

Where the great parents (facred fource of Gods !] 230 
Ocean and Tethys their old empire keep. 

On tlie lall limits of the land and deep. 

In their kind arms my tender years were pafi ; 

What time old Saturn, from Olympus caii. 


Of 
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of upper Leaven to Jove reiign^d the reign, S35; 

Whelm’d under the huge mafs of earth and main. 

For ftfife, I heal, has made the union ceafe. 

Which held fo long that ancient pair in peace. 

What honour, and what love, lhali I obtain. 

If I conipofe thofc fatal feuds again ; 240 

Once more their minds in mutual ties engage, 

A.nd vvhat my youth has ow’d, repay their rage ? 

She fciid. With awe divine the Queen of Love 
Obey d the filler and the wife of Jove : 

And from her fragrant breall the zone unbrac’d, 245 
With various lldll, and high embioidery grac’d. 

In this was cveiy art, and every charm. 

To win the wifeil, and the coldell wmnn : 

Fond love, the gentle vow, the gay dehre. 

The kind deceit, the ftili reviving lire, 2::^ 

rcrfnafive fpeech, and more perfuafive liglis. 

Silence that fpokc, and eloquence of e3'es. 

This, on her hand the Cyprian Goddcfi laid ; 

Take this, and with it all tliy wiih, Ihe fasd. 

With fmile die took the charm ; and fmiling pi eft 25 ^ 
The powerful ceilus to her fnowy bread. 

Then Venus to the courts of Jove withdrew^ 5 
Whiiil fiom Olympus pleas’d Saturnia Hew. 

O er high Pieria thence her courfe Ihe bore^ 

O^er fair Emathia’s ever-pleadng Ihore, 260 

O’er Hemus’ hills with fnows eternal crown k! ; 

Nor once her dying foot approach’d the ground. 

Then taking wing from Athos^ lofty deep, -j 

She fpeeds to Lemnos o’er the rolling deep, L 

And feeks the cave of Death’s half-brother^ Sleep. J 
VoL, XLIX, E Sweet 
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Sweet pleafing Sleep ! {Saturnia thus began) 

Who fpread'H thy empire o'er each god and man ; 

If e’er obieqoious to thy Jano’s will, 

O Power of Slunibcis ! hear, and favour flill : 

Shed thy. foft dews on Jove’s immortal eyes, syo 
Wliile funk in love’s entrancing joys he lies. 

A fplenuid footflool, and a throne, that Ihine 
V/itli gold unfading, Somnus, fhall be thine ; 

'i'lie work of Vulcan ; to indulge thy eafe, 

¥vdien wine and fcads thy golden humours pleafe. 27 j 
Impeiial Dame (the balmy power replies) 

Grcrr Saturn’s heir, and emprefs of the Ikies ! 

O’ci other Gods I fpread my cafy chain ; -j 

The lire of all, old Ocean, owns my reign, V 

And his huili'd waves he filent on the main. 280 3 
But how, unbidden, lhali I daie to fteep 
Jove's awTuI temples in the dew of ileep ? 

Long fince, too venturous, at thy bold command. 

On thofe eternal lids I laid my hand : 

What time, deferting Ilion’s waflcd plain, 285 
His conqueiing fon, Alcides, plough'd the main. 
When lo 1 the deeps arife, the tcmpeHs roar. 

And drive the hero to the Ccan fhore ; 

Great Jove awaking, (hook the biefl abodes 
With riling wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods; 290 
Me chief he fought, and from the realms on high 
Had hurl'd indignant to the nether Iky, 

But gentle Night, to whom I fied for aid, 

(The friend of earth and heaven) her wings difplay’d ; 
Impower'd the wrath of gods and men to tame, 295 
Ev'n Jove rever’d the venerable 'Dame. 


Vain 
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Vain are thy fears (the Queen of Heaven replies. 
And, fpeaking, rolls her large majeilic eyes) 

Think’ft thou that Troy has Jove^s high favour won. 
Like great Alcides, lus all- conquering fon ? 300 

Hear, and obey the miilrefs of the {kies. 

Nor for the deed expeft a vulgar piize ; 

For know, thy lov'd one fhall be ever thine. 

The youngeil Grace, Paiithae the divine. 

Swear then (hefaid) by thofe tremendous floods 30^ 
That roar through hell, and bind th' invoking Gods ; 
Let the gieat parent Earth one hand fuflain. 

And flietch the other o'er the facred main. 

Call the bla^k Titans, that with Chronos dwell. 

To hear and witnefs from the depths of hell ; 310. 

That flic, my lov'd one, fliall be ever mine, 

Ihc youngefl: Grace, Paxithae the divine. 

The queen aflents ; and from th’ infernal bowel's 
Inv okes the fable fubta^tarean Powers, 

And thefe who rule th' inviolable floods, 3 i ; 

^Hiom moitals name the dread Titanian Gods. 

Thenfwift as wind, o'er Lemnos fmoky in'". 

They wing their way, and ImbiUj,' fca-beat foil. 
Through air unfeen, involv'd in daiknefs glide. 

And light on Leflos, on, the point of Ide 320 

(Mother of favages, whofe echoing hills- 
Aie heard refounding with a hundred rills} ; 

Fair Ida trembles underneath the God ; 

Huili’d are her mountains, and her forefls nod ; 

Theie on a lir, wliofe fpiry branches rife 3/3 

To join its fumniit to the neighbouring ikies ; 

E z flirk 
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Dark in emboweling ihade, conceard fiom lights 
Sat Sleep > in likenefs uf the bird of Night. 

(Chaicis his name hy tliofe of hcaimnly birth. 

But call'd Cymidis by the race of earth)* 330 

To Ida's top fuccefsiul Juno flics; 

Gieat Joie farveys her with defning eyes t 
The God, v/hofe lightning fets the heavens on flic, 
Thinugh all his bofom feeh the fierce dciire ; 

Fieice js when firil by Health he^cla/dhei charms, 333^ 
Mix'd vvitli liCi foul, and melted in her aims, 

FiX'd on her eyes he fed his eager look. 

Then prefs'd her hand, and thus u itli tianfport fpoke : 

Why conies my goJdefs from tlF mthenal ll:y. 
And not herfleeis and flaming chauot mgh? 3.^ 
Then flic — I halle to thofe lemote abodes. 

Where the great parents of the ceathkfs gods. 

The reverend Ccean and gicy Tethys reign. 

On the lail Lmits of the land and main* 

I vifit thefe, to whofe indulgent cares 
I owe the nurSng of my tender years ; 

For flrifc, I hear, has made that onion ceafe, 

Wdiich held fo long this ancient pair in peace. 

'fbe flceds, prepar'd my chariots to convey 
Okr earth and feas, and through th' aerial way, gyo 
Wait under Ide : of thy fuperior power 
To afx confent, I leave th' Olympian bower ; 

Nor feek, unknowM to thee, the facred cells 
Deep under feas, where hoary Ocean dwells. 

For that (fakl Jove) fufEce another day ; 3 33 

But eager love denies the kail delay. 
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Let fofter cares the prefent hour employ. 

And be thefe moments facred all to joy. 

Ne’er did my foul fo ftrong a paffion prore. 

Or for an earthly, oi a heavenly love : 36® 

Not when I prefshi Ixicn’s matchlefs dame 
Whence lofe Ferithoils like the Gods in fame. 

Not when fair Danae felt the fhower of gold 
Stream into life, whence Perfeus brave and bold. 

Not thus I burn’d for either Theban dame, 565 
{Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came) 

Not Phoenix’ daughter, beautiful and young, 

Vv hence godlike Rhadamanth and Minos fpiung. 

Not thus I buin'd for fair Latonia’s face. 

Nor comelier Ceres’ more majelllc grace. ^ 

Not thus ev’n for thjfelf I felt defre. 

As now my veins receive die pleafing fire. 

He fpoke : the Goddefs with the charming eyes 
Glows with celeilial red, and thus replies . 

Is this a feene for love On lea's height 373 

Expos’d to mortal and immortal light ; 

Oui joy piofan’d by each famiHai eje. 

The fport of heaven, and fable of the fey. 

How 111 all I e’er review the bicfi: abodes. 

Or mix among the fenate of the Gods ? 380 

Shall I not think, that, with diforder’d charms. 

All heaven beliolis me recent from thy arms 
With feill divine has Vulcan form’d thy bower. 
Sacred to love and to the genial hour ; 

If fuch thy will, to that recefs retire, 585: 

And fccret there indulge thy foft defire. 

E 3 
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She ceas’d ; and, fiiiiii.ig fupenor iove» 

Tiius anf\v'er’d mild the cloud^compelling Jore : 

Noi god nor mortal Ihall our joys behold, 

Sliaced with clouds, and circumfus’d in gold , 300 

Not evhi the Sun, who daits thiough heaven his rays. 
And whofc broad eye ihd extended earth furreys. 

Gazing he fpoke, and kindling at the view, 

His eager arms around the Goddefs threw. 

Glad earth perceives, and from her bofom pours 39^ 
Unbidden herbs and voluntary floweis ; 

Thick new-born violets a foft carpet fpread 
And cluilering lotos fwelFd the nfmg bed. 

And fudden hyacinths tlie tuif beflrow. 

And flamy ciocus made the mountain glow. ^00 
I’here golden clouds conceal’d the heavenly paii. 
Steep’d in foft joys, and circumfus'd with air j 
Celeftial dews, defcending o’er the ground. 

Perfume the mount, and brcadie ambrofia round. 

At length, with Love and Sleep’s foft powder opprefl, 
1 he panting Thundeier nods, and links to reftk 
Now to the navy borne on filent wings. 

To Neptune^s ear foft Sleep his meifage brings • 

Pelide him fudden, unperceiv’d he llood. 

And thus with gentle w^ords addrefs’d the God : 410 
Now, Neptune 1 now th’ important hoar employ. 
To check a while the haughty hopes of Troy : 

While Jove yet refls, while yet my vapours fhed 
The golden vi|ion round his facred head ; 

For Juno’s love, and Somnus’ pleafing ties, 41 y 
Have closed thofe^iwful and eterjoal eyes* 
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Thus having faid, the Power of Slumber flew. 

On human lids to drop the balmy dew. 

Neptune, with zeal increas’d, renews his care, 

J^nd towering in the foremoft lanks of war, 42a 
Indignant thus— Oh once of martial fame ! 

O Greeks 1 if yet ye can defen e the name I 
This half-recover ’d day, fhall Troy obtain? 

Shall Hedor thunder at your fhips again? 

Lo ftill he vaunts, and threats the fleet with fires, 425 
While flern Achilles in his wrath retires. 

One hero’s iofs too tamely you deplore. 

Be fliii yourfelves, and we fhail need no more. 

Oh yet, if glory any bofom warms. 

Brace on your firrnefl: helms, and fland to arms : 430 
His flrongell fpeai each valiant Giecian wield. 

Each valiant Grecian feize his broadeft fhield; 

Let, to the w^eak, the lighter arms belong. 

The ponderous taige be wielded by the flrong. 

(Thus arm’d) not Hedor fhall our piefence flay : 43 3 
Myfeif, ye Greeks ! myfelf wdll lead the way. 

The troops aflent ; their nmitial arms they change. 
The bufy chiefs their banded legions range. 

The kings, though wounded, and opprefl with pain, ‘ 
With helpful hands themfelves aflifl the train. 440 
The flrong and cumbrous arms the valiant wield. 

The weaker warriour takes a lighter {hkid. 

Thus fhcath’d in fhining brafl, in bright array 
The legions march, and Neptune leads the way : 

His biaadifli’d faukhion flames before their eyes 445 
Like lightning flailiing through the flighted ikies. 

E 4 Chit 
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Clad in his might, th" Eauh-Htakmg Power appeals ^ 
Pale mortals tremble, and confef^ their fears. 

Troy's great defender dands alone unaw’d. 

Arms his proud hoft, and daies oppofe a God : 4.56 
And lo ! tlie God and wondioiis in«n appear : 

I'he Teas hern Ruler there, and Hetlor here. 

The roaring main, at hef great mailer’s call, 

Rofe in huge ranks : and form’d a atery u all 
A.foand the Ihips, fea^ hanging o’er the fliores, 45.; 
Both armies join : Eaith thunders. Ocean roars. 

Not half fo loud the Ixillowing deeps refound, 

V^^hen hoimy winds difclofe the dark profound ; 

Lefs loud the winds, that from tli’ iEolian hall 
Roar through the woods, and make whole foiehs fall } 
Lefs loud the woods, when Barnes in torrents pour. 
Catch the diy mountain, and its fnadcs devour . 

With fuch a rage the meeting hoils aredri\en. 

And fuch a clamour lhakes the founding hea\ en. 

The Bril bold javelin urg’d by Pieflor’s force, 46 ; 
Dlitdi at Ajax’ bofom wing’d its courfe ; 

But tlieie no pafs the crolling belts aiford, 

(One brac’d his ihield, and one fuBain’d lus fword.) 
Tiien back the difappointed Trojan drew. 

And curs’d the lance that unavailing Hew : 47a 

But fcap’d nof Ajax , his tempeftuous hand 
A ponderous Bone upheaving from the fund, 

(Where heaps, laid loofe beneath the warriour’s feet. 
Or ferv’d to ballaB, or to prop the Beet) 

Tofs’d round and round, the miffive marble Bings 
On the rais’d Ihield the falling ruin xlngH 
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Full on Ills bieaO: and throat with force defcends ; 
Nor deaden’d there its giddy fiuy fpends. 

But whirling on, with many a hery round* 

Smokes in the daft, and ploughs into the ground. 4.8a 
As when the bolt, red-liiffing from, above. 

Darts on the confeciated plant of Jove, 

The mountain-oak m flaming luin lies. 

Black from the blow, and fmokes of fulphur rife ; 
Stiff wdtli amaze the pale beholders ftond, 485 

And owni the terrouis of tli’ Almighty hand i 
So lies great Hedor pioftrate on the fliore ; 
liis fiacken’d hand dcfeits the lance it bore ; 

His following fnield the fallen chief o’erfpread ; 
Beneath his helmet dicpp'd his fainting head ; 49® 

His load of armoui flnl< ing to the ground. 

Clanks on the field , a dead, and hollow found. 

Loud ihoiits of triumph All the crouded plain ; 
Greece fees, in hope, Troy’s great defender ilain : 
All fpiing to feize him , florins of arrows fly ; 49^ 

And thicker javelins intercept the Iky, 

In vam an iron tempeft iiifles round ; 

He lies protedled, and without a wound* 

Polydamas, Agenor the divine. 

The pious warrlour of Anchifes’ line, ,500 

And each bold leader of the Lycian band ; 

With covering fliieids (a friendly circle) ftand- 
His mournful followers, with afliflamt care,. 

The gleaning hero to his chaiiot bear ; 

His foaming courfers, fwifter than the wind, 505 
Speed to the town,^nd leave the war behind* 
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Whtn now the^ touch’d the mead’s enainerd fide. 
Where gentie Xanthus rolls his eafy tide, 

"With watery drops the chief they fprml-de round. 
Plac’d on the margin of the flowery ground, 510 
Rais’d on his knees, he now ejeds the gore ; 

Now faints anew, low-finking on the fliore ; 

By fits he breathes, half views the fleeting fkies. 

And feals again, by fits, his fwimming eyes. 

Soon as the Greeks the chief’s retreat beheld, 5 1 y 
With double fury each imades the field. 

Oilcan Ajax firfl: his javelin fped, 

Pierc’d by whofe point the fon of Enops bled ; 
{Satnius the brave, whom beauteous Neis boie 
Amidll her flocks, on Satnio’s filver fliore) 520 
Struck thiocgh the bcil} ’s nm, the warriour lies 
Supine, and fliades eternal veil his eyes. 

An arduous battle lofe around the dead ; 

By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans bled* 

Fir’d V ith revenge, Polydamas drew near, 525 
And at Pioilioenor ihook the trembling fpear ; 

The driving javelin through his flioulder thrufl. 

He finks to earth, and grafps the bloody dull. 

Lo thus (the vidor cries) we rule the field. 

And thus their aims the race of Panthus wield : 5ja 
From this unerring hand theic flies no dart 
But bathes its point within a Grec ian heart. 

Prompt on that fpear to v^hich thou o^v’fi thy fall. 
Go, guide thy darkfome Heps to Pluto’s dreary hall I 
He faid, and forrow touch’d each Argive bieall ; 
The foul of Ajax burn’d above the reft. 
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As by his fide the groaning waniour fell. 

At the fierce foe he launcii'd his piercing fieel : 

The foe reclining, fhunn’d the flying death ; 

But Fate, Archilochus, demands thy breath : 54a 

Thy lofty birth no fuccour could impart. 

The wings of death overtook thee on the dart. 

Swift to pel form Heaven s fatal will it fled. 

Full on thejunfture of the neck and head. 

And took the joint, and cut the nerves in twain : 545 
The dropping head firil tumbled to the plain. 

So juft the ftroke, that yet the body flood 
Fred, then lolFd along the funds in blood. 

Flere, proud Polydamas, here turn thy eyes I 
(The towering Ajax loud infulting cries] 550 

Say, is this chief extended on the plain, 

A worthy vengeance for Prothcenor flain ? 

Maik well his port ! his figure and his face 
Nor fpeak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race ; 

Some lines, methlnks, may make his lineage known, 
Antenor’s brother, or perhaps his fon. 

He fpake, and fmiPd fevcie, for well he knew 
The bleeding youth : Troy fadden'd at the view. 

But furious Acamas aveng’d his caufe ; 

As Promachus his flaiighter^d brother draws, 56a 
He pierc’d Ins heart — Such fate attends you all. 
Proud Argives I deftin’d by our arms to fall ; 

Not Troy alone, but haughty Greece fhall fliare 
The toils, the forrows, and the wounds of war. 

Befiold your Promachus depriv’d of breath, ^65 
A vidim ow’d to my brave brother’s death. 
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Not unappeas’d he enters Pluto’s gate^ 

Who leaves a bi other to revenge lus fate. 

Plcait-pieicing anguifh ftiuck the Grecian hoH^ 

But touch’d the breail of bold Pcneleus moil; 570 
At the pioud boailer he direds his courfe ; 

The boalhcr hies, and Ihuns fuperior force. 

But young IHoneus receiv’d the f| ear ; 
liioneus, his fathei's only care* 

(Phoibas the lich, of all the Trojan train 
Whom Hermes lov’d, and taught the arts of gain) : 
Full in his e}^e the weapon chanc’d to fall. 

And from the fibres fccop’d the rooted ball. 

Drove through the neck, and huil’d him to the plain : 
fie lifts his miferable arms in vain ! 5 bo 

Swift his broad faulchion fierce Peneleus fpiead. 

And from the fpouting fhoulders flruck his head ; 

To earth at once the head and helmet fly ; 

The lance, } et linking through the bleeding c) c. 

The yifior feiz’d , and as aloft he fhook ^85 

The gory vifage, thus infuiting fpoke : 

Tiojans ! your great IJioneus behold ! 

Hade, to his fathv.r let the tale be told : 

Let his high roofs refeund with frantic v/oe, 

Such, as the houfe of Promachus mult know ; 590 

Let doleful tidings greet his mother’s ear. 

Such, as to Fromachus’ fad fpoufe we bcai ; 

When w'C viflorious fhall to Greece ictmn. 

And the pale matron in our triumphs mouin. 

, Dreadful he fpoke, then tofs’d the head on high ; 
The Trojans hear, .they tremble,, and they fly : 

Aghall 
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Agliafl: they gaze around the fleet and wall. 

And dread the ruin that impends on all. 

Daughters of Jove I that on Olympus fhiiie. 

Ye ali-beholdingj ail-iecording Nine ! 600 

O fay, when Neptune made proud llion yield, 

Y hat chief, what hero, firft embrued the field ? 

Of ail the Grecians what immortal name. 

And whofe blefi: trophies wall ye Ta.de to fame ? 

Thou firfl:, great Aja^ , on th" enfanguln'd plain 
Laid Hyrtius, leader of the Myfian train. 

Phalces and Mermer, Neftor’s fon o'erthiew. 

Bold Merlon, Morys, and Hippction flew. 

Stiong Periphxtes and Prothoon bled. 

By Teucer's airows mingled with the dead. 6ro 
PicrcM in the flank by Menelaus’ fleel. 

His people’s paftor, Hyperenor, fell; 

Eternal darknefs wrapt the warriour round, 

the fierce foul came rufhing thiough the wound. 
But flretcifd in heaps before Oileus^ fon, 615 

Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run ; 

A|ax the lefs, of all the Grecian race 
Skiird ill purfuit, and fwiftefl: in the chace. 
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Tiie fiftli Battle, at the (hips ; and the A€ts of Ajax* 

JUPITER awaking, fees the Trojans repulfed from 
the tienclies, Fcdlor in a fwoon, and Neptune at 
the head of the Greeks. He is highly incenfed at 
the aitifice of Juno, who appeafes him by her fub* 
milTionb : flic is then fent to liis and Apollo. Juno, 
repairing to the alTeinbly cf the Gods, attempts, 
v/ith e^tiaoidinary addrefs, toincenfe them agaiiiil: 
Jupiter ; in particular touches Mars with a violent 
jefentment : he is ready to take arms, but is pre- 
vented by Mirciva. Lns and Apollo obey the 
orders of Jupitei ; Iris commands Neptune to leave 
the battle, to which, after much leludance and 
paiPon, he confents. Apollo re-infpires Hedor 
ndtli vigour, biings him back to the battle, marches 
before him with his JEgh, and turns the foilune of 
the hght- He breaks down gi eat pait of the Gre- 
cian wall : the Trojans i uili in, and attempt to 
fire the firfi: line of the fleet, but aie, as yet, le- 
pelled by the greater Ajax with a prodigious 
ilaagliter. 
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N OW in fvvift Sight they pafs the trench profound^ 
And many a chief iay gafping on the ground ; 
Then flopp’d and panted, wheie the chariots lie ; 

Fear on their cheek and horrour in their eye. 
Meanwhile, awakened from his dream of love, 5 
On Ida's fummit fat impeiial Jove : 

Round the wide fields he call a caieful view. 

There faw the Trojans fly, the Greeks purfue j 
Thefe proud in arms, thofe fcattcr'd o'er the plain ; 
And, midft the war, the Monarch of the Main. x® 
ISiot far, great Hector on the dufl: he fpies 
(His fad aflbeiates round with weeping eyes) 

Ej*e6ling blood, and panting yet for breath, 

His fenfes wandering to the verge of death. 

The God beheld him with a pitying look, i j 

And thus, incens’d, to fmiidful Juno fpoke : 

O thou. Hill adverfe to th' Eternal Wiil,j 
For*e\er ftudious in promoting ill! 

Thy arts have made the god-like Heflor yield. 

And diiv’n his conquering fquadrons from the field. 2® 
Canfi: thou, unhappy in thy wiles I withftand 
Our power immenfe, and biave th’ almighty hand ? 
VoL, XLIX, F Hat 
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Haft tliou forgot, when, bound and fix'd on higli^ 
From the vaft concave of the fpangled iky, 

I hung thee trembling in a golden chain ; 2 ^ 

And ail the raging Gods oppos'd in vain ? 

Headlong I hurl’d them from th' Olympian hall,. 
Stunn'd in the whirl, and breathlefs with the fall. 

For god-iike Hercules thefe deeds were done. 

Nor feem’d the vengeance worthy fuch a fon : 39. 

When, by thy wiles induc’d, fierce Eoieas toft 
The fliipwreck’d hero on the Goan coaft. 

Him through a thoufand forms of death I bore,, 

And fent to Argos, and his native fnore. 

Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, 3^ 

Nor pull th’ unwilling vengeance on thy head 
Left arts and blandifnments fuccefslefs prove. 

Thy fofc deceits, and well-diftembled love. 

The Thunderer fpoke : imperial Juno mourn’d. 
And, trembling, thefe fubmiffive words return’d ; 40 
By eveiy oath that Powers immortal ties, 

Tlie foodful earth, and all-infolding Ikies ; 

By thy black waves, tremendous Styx ! that flow 
Through the drear realms of gliding ghofts below j 
By the dread honours of thy facred head, 

And that unbroken vowv our virgin bed ! 

Not by my arts tlie Ruler of the Main 

Steeps Tioy in blood, and ranges lound the plain : 

By his own ardour, his own pity, fway’d 

To help his Greeks ; he fought, and difobey’d : 5.0 

Elfe had thy Juno better counfels given, 

Ani taught fubmiffion to the Sire of Hc|ven* 

Think'ft 
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Think’H thou with me ? fair Emprefs of the Skies ! 
(Th’ immortal Father with a fmile replies 1 ) 

Then foon the haughty Sea-god fhall obey, 55 

Nor dare to ad: but when we point the way. 

If truth infplres thy tongue, proclaim our will 
To yon bright fynod on th" Olympian hill ; 

Our high decree let various Ins know. 

And call the God that bears the filver bow. 60 
Let her defcend, and from th’ embattled plain 
Command the Sea-god to his w^atery reign : 

While Phoebus hades, great Hedor to prepare 
To rife afrelh, and once more wake the war ; 

His labouring bofom re-infpires with breath, 05 
And calls his fenfes from the verge of death. 

Greece, chas’d by Tioy ev’n to Achilles fleet. 

Shall fall by thoufands at the hero’s feet. 

He, not untouch’d with pity, to the plain 
Shall fend Patroclus, but fhall fend in vain, 70 

What youths he flaughters under Ilion’s walls I 
Ev’n my lov'd fon, divine Saipedon, falls 1 
Vanquilh’d at lafl: by Hcdor’s lance he lies. 

Then, nor till then, fhall great Achilles rife : 

And lo ! that inflant god-like Hedor dies. 75 
From that great hour the war’s whole fortune turns, 
Pallas aflifls, and lofty Ilion burns : 

Not till that day fhall Jove relax his rage. 

Nor one of all the heavenly hod engage 

In aid of Greece. The promife of a God 80 

I gave, and feal’d it with th’ almighty nod, 

Achilles’ glory to the dars to raxfe ; 

Such was our word, and Fate the word obeys. 
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Tlie trembling Queen (th’ almlgLty order ghxn) 
Svaft from th* Iclsean fummit {hot to heaven. 8^ 
As ibme way- faring man, who wanders o’er 
Jn thought a length of lands he tiod before, 
fends forth his adive mind from place to place. 

Joins hill to dale, and meafures Ipacc with fpace : 

So fvdft flew Jimo to the bicfl: abcdG«!, 90 

if thought of man can match the fpeed of Gods, 
There fat the Powers in awful fynod plac’d , 

The/ bow’d, and made obeifance as fhe pafs’d, 
through all the biazen dome : v/ith goblets cro\vn\i 
They hail her queen; the neftar ili earns aiound, 

Fail Themis flrfl: prefents the golden bowd. 

And anaious allcs what caies diflurb her foul? 

To whom the White-arm d Goddefs thus replies : 
Enough thou know'll: the Tyrant of the Skies, 
Pc\erely bent his parpofe to fulfill, 100 

Unmov’d his mind, and unreflraiaT Iis vdll. 

Go ihoa, the feafls of hemen attend thy cal! ; 

Pid the crown’d neflar circle round the hall; 

But Jove {liall thunder through th’ ediereal dome, 
Such flein decrees, fuch threat’ned woes to come, lo; 
As foon fliali freeze mankind with dlic furprize. 

And damp th’ eternal banquets of the fkies. 

The Goddefs faid, and fallen took her place ; 
Black horrour fadden’d each celeilial face. 

To fee the gathering grudge in every breafl, -no 
Smiles on Her Bps a fplcenful joy expreft ; 

While on hex wrinkled front, and eye-bioH bent, 

Sat ftedfail care, and lowering difeententt 

Ihus 
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Thus file proceeds— Attend, ye Powers above ! 

But know, ’tis madnefs to coxiteft with Jove : 115 

Supreme he fits : and fees, in pride of fvv^ay. 

Your vaTal Godheads grudgingly obey : 

Fierce in the rnajefly of power controuls ; 

Shakes all the thrones of heaven, and bends the poles. 
Siibmifs, Immortals ! all he wills, obey ; j 20 

And thou, gieat Mais, begin and Ihew the way. 
Behold Afcalaphus 1 behold him die, 

But dait not murmur, dare not vent a figh; 

Thy own lo/'d boaked oifspring lies overthrown. 

If that lov'd boailed oiFspring be thy own. 225 

Stern Mars, with anguiili for his iflaughterM fon. 
Smote liis rcociling bieaii:, and iieice begun : 

Thus then. Immortals ^ thus Hiall Mars obey ; 

Forgive me, Gods, and yield my vengeance way : 
Defoending iiril to yon foi bidden plain, 130 

The Gcd of battles dares ai engc the Bain ; 

Dares, though the thunder burding o'ei rny head 
Shcald Jmil me blazing on thofe heaps of dead. 

With that, he gives command to Fear and Flight 
To jom his rapii courfers for the £ght : 23 j* 

Then, gilm in arms, v ith 1 a^y i cngeance flies; 
Arms, that reflect a radiance thiough the lldes. 

And now had Jove, by bold rebellion driven, 
Difcharg'd his v/rath on half the hofl: of heaven ; 

But Pallas, l]minging through the bright abode, 140 
Starrs from her azure tbwue to calm the God. 

Struck for th' immortal race with timely fear. 

From frantxk Mats ihe fnaiclPd the Oikld and Ipear ; 
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Then the huge helmet lifting from his head. 

Thus to th' impetuous homicide flie faid : 

By what wild paffion, furious ! art thou toll ? 
Striven thou with Jove? thou ait already loil. 

Shall not the Thunderer’s dread command reftrain. 
And was impel ial Juno heard in vain ? 

Back to the Ikies would ’ft thou with Ihame be driven. 
And in thy guilt involve the hoft of heaven ? 

Ilion and Greece no more ihall Jove engage ; 

The fkies would yield an amplei feene of rage. 

Guilty and guiltlefs find an equal fate. 

And one vaft ruin whelm th’ Olympian fiate, 

Ceafe then thy offspring’s death unjufl to call ; 

Heroes as great have dy’d, and yet fhail fall, 

^Vhy fliould Heaven’s law with foolifh man comply. 
Exempted from the race ordain’d to die ? 

This menace fix’d the warrioiir to his throne ; i6o 
Sullen he fat, and cuib’d the lifi ng gioan. 

Then Juno call’d (Jove’s orders to obey) 

The winged Iris, and the God of Day. 

Go wait the Thunderer’s will (Satiirnia cry’d) 

On yon’ tall fummit of the fountfuil ide : 1 65 

There in the Father’s awful prefence fland, 

Receive, and execute his dread command. 

She faid, and fat : the God that gilds the day. 
And various Iris, wing their airy way. 

Swift as the wind, to Ida’s hill they came 170 

(Fair nurfe of fountains and of favage game) ; 

There fat th’ Eternal ; he, wliofe nod controls 
The trembling worlds and fha|j,es the Ready poles. 

Veil’d 
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Veil’d In a mift of fragrance him they founvi. 

With clouds of gold and purple circled round : 175 

Well-pieas'd the Thunderer faw their earneft care. 
And prompt obedience to the Queen of Air ; 

Then (while a fmile ferenes his awful brow) 
Commands the Goddefs of the ihowery bow : 

Iris ! defcend, and what we here ordain 1 80 

Report to yon mad Tyrant of the Main, 

Bid him from fight to his own deeps repair. 

Or breathe from llaughtcr in the fields of air. 

If he refufe, then let him timely weigh 

Our elder birthright, and fuperior fw^ay, 1 85 

How fhall his rafhnefs fiand the dire alarms. 

If HeaFen's omnipotence defcend in aims ? 

Strives he with me, by whom his power was given. 
And is there equal to the Lord of Heaven ? 

Th’ Almighty fpoke ; the Goddefs wing’d her Eight 
To facied Ilion fiom th’ Idman height. 

Swift as the rattling hail, or fieecy fnows. 

Drive through the &ies, when Boreas fieicely blows ; 
So from the clouds defeending Ins falls 5 
And to blue Neptune thus the Goddefs calls : 19^ 

Attend the mandate of the Sire above. 

In me behold the mellenger of Jove : 

He bids thee from forbidden wars lepair 
To thy own deeps, or to the fields of air. 

This if refus’d, he bids thee timely weigh 
His cldei birthright, and fuperior fway. 

How Oiall thy raOinefs Hand the diie alarms, 

II I~ka\en s omnipotence defcend in arnu ? 

F4 


Stri/H 
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Striv’ft thou with him, by -whom all power is giren ? 
And art thou equal to the Lord of Heaven ? 205 

What means the haughty Sovereign of the Skies 
(The King of Ocean thus, incens’d, replies) 

Rule as he will his poition’d realms on high , 

ISio lafTai God, nor of his train, am I, 

liiree brother Deities from Saturn came, 21® 

And ancient Rhea, Earth^s immortal dame : 

Align’d by lot, our triple lule we know; 

Infernal Pluto fwa) s the lliades below ; 

O'ei the wide clouds, and o’er the Harry plain. 
Ethereal Jove extends his high domain , 215 

My court beneath the hoary wai es I keep. 

And hufh the roarings of the facred deep : • 
Olympus, and this earth, in common lie ; 

What claim has here the Tyrant of the Sky ? 

Far in the diHant clouds let him control, 220 

And awe the younger brothers of the pole ; 

There to his children his commands be given. 

The trembling, fervile, fecond race of Heaven. 

And muH I then (faid 0 ie) O Sire of Floods ! 

Bear this fierce anfwer to the King of Gods ? 22j^ 

Corred it yet, and change thy ralh intent ; 

A noble mind difdains not to repents 
To eider brothers guardian fiends are given. 

To fcourge the wretch mfultmg them and Heaven. 

' Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin’d) 

When minifters aie bkH with prudent mind : 

Warned by tby words, to powerful Jove I yield. 
And quit, chough angry, the contended fidd. 

Not 
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Not but his threats with jufticc I difclaim. 

The fame our honours, and our birth the fame* 255 
If yet, forgetful of hib promife given 
To Hermes, Pallas, and the Queen of Heaven ; 

To favour I lion, that peiSdious place, 

Pie breaks his faith with half th' ethereal race ; 

Give him to know, iinlefs the Grecian train 24Q 
Lay yon proud Uruffuies level with the plain, 
Plowe’er tli’ olFence by other Gods be pad. 

The wrath of Neptune Ihall for ever lad. 

Thus fpealcing, fiinoiis from the field he firode. 
And plung’d into the bofom of the fiood* 24^ 

The Lord of Thunders from his lofty height 
Beheld, and thus befpoke the Source of Light : 

Behold ! the God whofe liquid aims are hurl’d 
Around the globe ; whole earthquakes rock the world ; 
Defifxs at length his rebel war to wage, 250 

Seeks his own feas, and trembles at our rage 
Life had my wrath, heaven’s thrones all fhaking rounds 
Burn’d to the bottom of the feas profound ; 

And all the Gods that round old Saturn dwell 
Had heard the thunders to the deeps of hell. 255 
Well was the crime and well the vengeance fpar’d ; 
Ev’n power immenfe had found fuch battle hard*. 

Go thou, my fon I the trembling Greeks alarm. 
Shake my broad tegis on thy aiSlive arm ; 

Be god-like He6:or thy peculiar care, 260 

Sivell his bold heart, and urge his firength to war : 

Let Ilion conquer, till th’ Achaian train 
Fly to their fhips, aidHelkfpcaitagmn; - 


Thenk 
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Then Greece fliall breathe fiom toils — The God-heaJ 
His will divine the fon of Jove obey'd. [faid - 

Kot half fo fwift the failing falcon flies. 

That drives a turtle through the liquid Ikies ; 

As Phcebus, fliooting from th' Idoean brow. 

Glides down the mountain to the plain below* 

There Hedlor feated by the ftream he fees, 270 

His fenfe returning with the coming breeze 5 
Again his pulfes beat, his fpirits rife ; 

Again his lov’d companions meet his eyes ; 

Jove thinking of his pains, they pafl away. 

To whom the God who gives the golden day : 275* 

Why flts great Hedor from the field fo far ? 

What grief, what wound, witliholds thee from the v ar ? 

The fainting hero, as the vifion bright 
Stood fhining o'er him, half unfeal’d his fight : 

What blefl: Immortal, with commanding breath, 280 
Thus wakens Hedor from the fleep of death ? 

Has fame not told, how, while my truily fword 
Bath'd Greece in flaughter, and her battle goi'd. 

The mighty Ajax with a deadly blow 

Had almofl: funk me to the lhades below ? 285 

Ev'n yet, raethinks, the gliding gliofls I fpy. 

And hell's black liorrours fwim before my e} e. 

To him Apollo ; Ec no more difmay’d ; 

See, and be flroiig! the Thundeier fends thee aid. 
B^Aold I thy Phoebus fhall his arms emplo}', 29O 
Phoebus, propitious Hill to thee, and Troy. 

Infpire thy warrionrs then with manly fmcCi 
Aitd to the ihips impel thy rapid horfc ; 

Esn 
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Ev'n I will make thy fiery courfers way. 

And drive the Grecians headlong to the fea. 295 
Thus to bold Hedor fpoke the fon of Jove, 

And breath’d immortal ardour fiom above. 

As when the pamper’d fteed, with reins unbound, 
Breaks from his ftall, and pours along the ground ; 
With ample firokes he rulhes to the flood, 300 

To bathe his fides, and cool his fiery blood ; 

His head now freed, he tofies to the fkies ; 

His mane diflieverd o’er his fhoulders flies : 

He fnuiFs the females in the well-known plain. 

And fprings, exulting, to his fields again : ’ 305“ 

Urg’d by the voice divine, thus Hedor flew. 

Full of the God ; and all his hofis purfue. 

As when the force of men and dogs combin’d 
Imade the mountain-goat, or branching hind ; 

Far from the hunter’s rage fecure they lie 510 

Cbfe in the rock (not fated yet to die) ; 

When io I a lion flioots acrofs the way I 
They fly : at once the chacers and the prey* 

So Greece, that late in conquering troops purliied. 
And maik’d their progrefs through the ranks in blood. 
Soon as they fee the furious chief appear. 

Forget to vanquifh, and confent to fear. 

Thoas with grief obferv’d his dreadful courfe, 

Thoas, the bravefl: of th’ ^tolian force : 

Skiird to direft the javelin’s diflant flight, 320 

And bold to combat in the ftanding fight ; 

Kor moie in councils fam’d for folid fenfe, 

Tlian winning words and heavenly eloquence. 

Gods! 
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Gods * wliat portent (he cry'd) thefe eyes invades ^ 
Lo ! Hedcor riies from the Stygian fliades I 3^5 
We fa\v him, late, by thundeiing Ajax kilFd : 

What God redores him to the frighted field ; 

And, not content that half of Gieece lie flain, 

Poms new dedruflion on her fons acrain? 

He comes not, Jove! without thy poweiful will; 330 
Lo ! hill he lives, purfues and conepers flill ! 

Yet hear my counfel, and his worfi: withftand ; 

The Greeks® main body to the fleet command ; 

But let the fevv whom bri&er fpirits warm. 

Stand the firll onfet, and provoke the florin. 335^ 
Thus point your arms ; and when fuch foe& appeal. 
Fierce as he is, let Heclor learn to fear. 

The warriGur fpoke, the liflening Greeks obey. 
Thickening their ranks, and form a deep arri?y. 

Each Ajac, Teiicer, Merion, gave command, 340 
The valiant leader of the Cretan band, 

And Mars-hke Meges : thefe the chiefs excite. 
Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 
Plehind, unnumber'd multitudes attend, 

1^0 flank the navy, and the fliores defend. 343 

Full on the front the prefiing Trojans bear. 

And Hedor firil came towering to the w^ar. 

Phoebus himfelf the rufhing battle led ; 

A veil of clouds involv’d his radiant head : 
High-held before him, Jove’s enonnous fhield 350 
Portentous fhone, and fhaded all the field ; 

Vulcan to Jove th’ immortal gift confign’d,.' 

To fcatter hofls^ and terrify mankind* 


The 
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^he Greeks exped the fliock, the clamours rife 
Fiom dilFerent peats, and mingle in the fkies. 555 
Dire was the hifs of darts, by heroes flung. 

And arrows leaping fioin the bow-flriiig fung; 

Thefe drink the life of geneious warrioiiis flain; 
•Tliofe guiitlcfs fail, and thirfl for blood in vain. 

As long as Phoebus bore unmov'd the fhield, 360 
Sat doubtful Conqiieft hoveling o’er the field ; 

But when aloft he fhakes it in the Ikies, 

Shouts in their ears, and lightens in tlieir eycs> 

Deep honour feizes every Grecian breafl. 

Their force is humbled, and their fear confefl:, 353 
So flies a herd of oxen, fcatter’d wide. 

No fwain to guard them, and no day to guide. 

When two fell lions from the mountain come, 
xknd fpread the carnage through the fhady gloom. 
Impending Phosbus pouis around them fear, 370 
And Troy and Hedor thunder in the lear. 
licapa fall on heaps . the flaughter Hedfor leads ; 

Full: great A rcefi las, then Stichius, bleeds; 

One to the bold Boeotians ever dear. 

And one Meneilheus’ friend, and fam’d compeer. 373 
Medon and lafus, iEneas fped ; 

This fprung from Plielus, and th' Athenians led ; 

But haplefs Medon from Oileus came ; 

Him Ajax honour’d with a brother’s name. 

Though born of lawlefs love : from home expell’d, 380 
A bauifii ’d man, in Phylace he dwell’d, 

Prefs'd by the vengeance of an angry wife ; 

Troy ends, at lafi, his labours and his life. 


Mecjfies 
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Mecyftes next, Polydamas overthrew ; 

And thee, biave Clonius, great Agenor flew* 385 
By Paris, Deioclius inglorious dies, 

Pieic'd through the fhoulder as he bafely flies* 

Polites’ arm laid Echius on the plain ; 

Stretched on one heap, the vidors fpoil the flain. 

The Greeks difmayM, confus'd, difperfe or fall, 390 
Some Peek the trench, feme Ikulk behind the wall. 
While thefe fly trembling, others pant for breath. 

And o'er the daughter ftalks gigantic Death. 

On rufh'd bold Hedor, gloomy as the night 5 
Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 395 

Points to the fleet : For, by the Gods, who flies. 
Who dares but linger, by this hand he dies ; 

No w^eeping filler his cold eye fhall clofe. 

No friendly hand his funeral pyre compofe. 

Who flops to plunder at this fignal hour, 400 

The birds Ihall tear him, and the dogs devour. 

Furious he faid ; the fmarting fcourge refounds ; 
The courfers fly ; the fmoking chariot bounds : 

The hofls rufli on ; loud clamours fliake the Ihore ; 
The horfes thunder. Earth and Ocean roar ! 405 

Apollo, planted at the trench's bound, 

Pulh'd at the bank : down funk th' enormous mound t 
Roll'd in the ditch the lieapy ruin lay ; 

A fudden road ! a long and ample way. 

O'er the dread folTe {a late-impervious fpace) 410 
Now fteeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous pafs. 
The wondering crouds the downward level trod ; 
Before them flam'd the Meld, and march'd the God. 

Then 



I L I A B, Book XV^ 7^ 

Then ivith his hand he Ihook the mighty wall ; 

And lo I the turrets nod, the bulwarks fah, 41 y 
Eafy, as when alhoie the infant hands. 

And draws imagin'd houfes in the fands ; 

The fportive wanton, pleas’d with fome new play. 
Sweeps the flight works and fafhion’d domes away. 
Thus vaniih’d, at thy touch, the towers and walls ; 420 
The toil of thoufands in a moment falls. 

The Grecians gaze around with wild defpair. 
Confus’d, and weary all the Powers with prayer ; 
Exhort their men with praifes, threats, commands ; 
And urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, and hands. 42 
Experienc’d Nehor chief obteils the Ikies, 

And weeps his country with a father’s eyes ; 

O Jove ! if ever, on his native fhore. 

One Greek enrich’d thy ihnne with oiFer’d gore ; 
if e’er, in hope our country to behold, 430 

We paid the fatteft firfllings of the fold ; 

If e’er thou flgn’il our wilhes with thy nod; 

Perform the promife of a gracious God ! 

Idiis day, preferve our navies from the flame. 

And fave the reliques of the Grecian name. 45 j 
Thus pray’d the fage ; th* Eternal gave confent. 
And peals of thunder fhook the firmament : 
Prefumptuous Troy miflook th’ accepting fign. 

And catch’d new fury at the voice divine. 

As, when black tempefls mix the Teas and ikies, 440 
The roaring deeps in watery mountains rife. 

Above the fides of fome tall fliip afeend. 

Its womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend ; 


Thus 
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Thns loudly roaring, and, o’ei-powcring all. 

Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wali; 445 
Legions on legions from each fide anfe : 

Thick found the keels , the fiorm of arrows flies. 
Fierce on the fhips above, the cars below, 

Thefe wield the mace, and tliofe the javelin throw. 

While thus the thunder of the battle rag*d, 450 
And labouring armies round the works engag’d ; 

Still in the tent Patrocliis fat, to tend 
The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. 

Ke fpnnkles healing balms to anguifh kind. 

And adds difeourfe, the medicine of the mind, 40 
But when he faw, afcending up t!ic fleet, 

Vidorious Troy ; then, fiarting from his feat. 

With bitter groans his forrov/s he exprefi. 

He wrings his hands, he beats his manly breafl. 
Though yet thy flate requires redrefs {he cries) 460 
Depart I mufl: : what horrours flrike my eyes I 
Charg’d wdth Achilles’ high commands I go, 

A mournful witnefs of this feene of w^oe • 

I hafle to urge him, by his countiy’s care. 

To rife in arms, and fhine again in war, 465 

Perhaps fonie favouring God his foul may bend ; 

The voice is powerful of a faithful friend. 

He fpoke ; and fpeakmg, fv\ iftcr than the wind 
Sprung from the tent, and left the ward behind, 
fTh^ embody’d Gieeks the fierce attack fullain, 470 
But firive, though numercus, to lepulfe in vain I 
Nor could the Tiojans, through that firm army. 
Force to* die fleet and tents tli’ impervious way. 

As 
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As when a fhipwright, with Palladian art, 
h:mooths the rough wood, and levels ever7 part; 475 
With equal hand he guides his whole defign. 

By the juft rule, and the diiefiing line ; 

The martial leaders, with like Ikill and care. 

Prefer v’d their line, and equal kept the war. 

Brave deeds of arms thiough all the ranks were try*d. 
And every ftiip fuftain'd an equal tide. 

At one proud bark, high-toiveiing o'er the fleet, 

Ajax the great and god-like Hedlor meet ; 

For one bright prize the matchlefs chiefs contend ; 
Nor this the fhips can fire, nor that defend ; 485 

One kept the ftiore, and one the veffel trod ; 

That fix'd as Face, this aded by a God* 

The fon of Clytius in his daring hand, 

'Fhe deck approaching, fhakes a flaming brand ; 

But pierc'd by Telemon's huge lance expires ; 490 

Thundering he falls, and drops th' extihguifli'd fires* 
G:cat Hedor iicv/d him with a fad fuivey. 

As ftretcli’d in duft before the ftern he lay. 

Oh I all of Trojan, all of Lycian race ! 

Stand to your arms, maintain this arduous fpace : 49^ 
I4O ! w here the fon of royal Clytius lies ; 

Ah, fiive hh arms, fecure his obfequies I 
This faid, his eager javelin fought the foe : 

But Ajax lhunn*d the meditated blow. 

Kot t^ainly yet the forceful lance was thrown; 50a 
ft ftretcIFd in duft unhappy Lycophron : 

An exile long, fiiftain'd at Ajax' boards 
A faithful fervant to a foreign lord ; 

VoL, XLIX, G 
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In peace, in war, for ever at his fide. 

Near his lov’d mafler, as he liv’d, he dy’d. 50 j 
From the high poop he tumbles on the fand. 

And lies a lifelefs load along the land* 

With anguifh Ajax views the piercing light. 

And thus infiames his bi other to the fight : 

Teucei, behold I extended on the Ihore ^10 

Cur friend, our lov’d companion ! now no more 1 
Dear as a parent, with a parent’s care 
To fight our wars, he left Ins native air. 

This death deplor’d, to Heflor’s lage we owe 5 
Revenge, revenge it on the cruel foe. p ^ 

Where are thofe darts on which the Fates attend ? 

And where the bow, which Phoebus taught to bend ? 

Impatient Teucer, haflening to his aid. 

Before the chief his ample bow difplay’d ; 

The well-flor’d quiver on his fhoulders hung : 520 
Then hifs’d his arrow, and the bow-firing fung. 
Clytus, Pifenor’s fon, renown’d in fame 
(To thee, Polydamas! an honour’d name) 

Drove through the thickeft of th’ embattled plains 
The fiartling fieeds, and fhook his eager reins, 

As all on glory ran his ardent mind. 

The pointed death arrefts him from behind. 

Through his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies ; 

In youth’s firft bloom relnfiantly he dies. 

Hurl’d from the lofty feat, at difiance far, 5*30 
The headlong courfers fpum his empty car ; 

Till fad Polydamas the fieeds reftrain’d. 

And gave, Afiynous, to thy careful hand j 


Then 
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Then, fir'd to vengeance, rufh'd amidft the foe ; 
Kage edg’d hisfword, and firengthen’d every blow. 555* 
Once more bold I’eucer, in his country’s caufe. 

At Hedor’s bread a chofen arrow diaivs ; 

And had the weapon found the deftin’d way, 

.Thy fall, gieat Trojan^ had renown’d that day. 

But Heitor was not doom’d to peiiih then: 54 -^ 

Th’ ail-wife DTpofer of the fates of men 
(Imperial Jove) bis prefent death withfiands; 

Nor was fudi glory due to Teucer’s hands. 

At its full {Iretcii as the tough ftring he drew, 

Struck by an arm unfeen, it burfi: in two 5 545 

Dotvn dropp’d the bow : the fiiaft with brazen head 
Fell innocent, and on the diifi: lay dead. 

Th’ afioniili’d archer to great Ajax cries. 

Some God prevents our deftin’d enterpnze ; 

Some God, propitious to the Trojan foe, 550 

Has, from my arm unfailing, firuck the bow. 

And broke the nerve my hands had twin’d >with art. 
Strong to impel the flight of many a dait. 

Since Heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) 
Difmifs the bow, and lay thy arrows by, 555 

(Thy arms no lefs fufiice the lance to wield) 

And quit the quiver for the ponderous fhield ; 

In the firfi: ranks indulge thy thirft of fame. 

Thy brave example fiiall the reft inflame. 

Fierce as they are, by long fuccefifes vain, 

To force our fleet, or ev’n a fliip to gain, 

A^fks toil, and fweat, and blood . theii utmofl might 
Shall find its match — no more ; ’tis ours to fight, 

O 2 Then 
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Then Teacer laid his faithlefs bow aiide ; 

The four-fold buckler o*er his fhoiilders ty’d ; 

On his brave head a crefted helm he plac’d. 

With nodding horfe-hair formidably grac’d ; 

A dart, whofe point with brafs refulgent fnines. 
The warriour wields ; and lus great brother joins. 

This Hedor faw, and thus exprefs’d his joy : 
Ye troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Troy I 
Re mindful of yourfelves, your ancient fame. 

And fpread your glory with the navy’s Same. 

Jove IS with us ; I law his hand, but now. 

From the proud archer llrike his vaunted bow. 
Indulgent Jove ! how plain thy favours fliine. 
When happy nations bear the marks divine ! 

How cafy then, to fee the finking Sate 
Of realms accurS, deferted, reprobate ! 

Such is the fate of Gieece, and fuch is ours. 
Behold, ye warriouis, and exert your powers. 
Death is the worft ; a fate which all raufl: try ; 
And, for our country, ’tis a blifs to die. 

The gallant man, though Hain in fight he be. 

Yet leaves Iiis nation fafe, his childien free ; 
Entails a debt on ail the, grateful fiate ; 

His own biave friends ihall glory in his fate ; 

His wife live honour’d, ail his race fucceed | 
And late poflerity enjoy the deed 1 

This rouz'^d the foul in every Trojan bread.. 
The god-hke Ajax next his Greeks add reft : 

How long, ye warriours of the Argive race 
,|To generous Argos what a dire difgrace I) 
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How long, on thefe curs'd confines will ye lie. 

Yet undeteirriin'd, or to live, or die! 59^ 

What hopes remain, what methods to retire. 

If once your velTcls catch the Trojan fire ? 

Mark how the fianies approach, how near they fall. 
How Hedor calls, and Troy obeys his call 1 
Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 6q® 
It calls to death, and all the rage of fights. 

^Tis now no time for wifdom or debates ; 

To your own hands are ti lifted all your fates 5 
And better far, in one decifive llrife, 

One day fbould ^nd our labour, 01 our life ; 5of 
Than keep this hard^got inch ofbairen fands, 

Still prefs'd, and prefs’d by fucli inglorious hands. 

The iificning Grecians feel their leader's flame, 

And every kindling bofom pants for fame. 

Then mutual daughters fpread on either fide ; 6ro 
By He<$Ior here the Phocian Schcdius dy’d ; 

There, pierc d by Ajax, funk Laodamas, 

Chief of the foot, of old Antenor's race. 

Polydamas laid Otus on the fund. 

The fierce commander of th' Epian band. 

His lance bold Meges at the \i€tov threw; 

The viftor, ftooping, from the death withdrew, 

(That valued life, O Phoebus, was thy care} ; 

But Croefmus* bofom took the flying fpear : 

His corpfe fell bleeding on the flippery {hore ; 6zo 
PI IS radiant arms tiiumphant Meges bore. 

J3oIops, the fon of Lampus, rufhcs on, 

Sprung from the race of old Laomedon, 
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And fam^d for prowefs in a well-fonglit field ; 

He pierc'd the centre of his founding Ihield : 625 

JBut Meges Phyleus’ ample brcafl-plate wore 
(Well-known in fight on Selles' winding fhore ; 

For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 

Compadf, and firm with many a jointed fcale) ; 
Which oft, in cities form'd, and battles won, 6ja 
Had fav'd the father, and now faves the fon. 

Full at the Trojan's head he urg'd his lance. 

Where the high plumes above the helmet dance. 

New ting'd with Tyiian dye : in dull below. 

Shorn fiom the crefl, the purple honours glow. 635: 
Meantime their fight the Spartan king furvey'd. 

And flood by Meges* fide, a fudden aid, 

Through Dolops' ihoulder urg’d his forceful dart. 
Which held its paiTage through the panting heart. 
And ilTued at his breafl:. With thundering found 640 
The warriour falls, extended on the ground. 

In rulh the conquciing Greeks to fpoil the flain : 

But Hedlor's voice excites his kindled tiain ; 

The hero mofi:, from Hicetaon fprung. 

Fierce Melanippus, gallant, brave, and young. 645 
He (ere to Troy the Grecians crofs'd the main) 

Fed his large oxen on Percote’s plain ; 

But when, opprefsM, his country claim'd his care, 
Hcturn'd to llion, and excell’d in wai ; 

For this, in Priam's couit, he held liis place, 650 
Belov'd no lefs than Priam’s royal race. 

Him Hedor fingled, as his troops he led. 

And thus inflam’d him, pointing to tile dead : 
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Lo, Melamppus! lo where Dolops lies ; 

And is it thus our royal kinfman dies ; 655 

Overmatch'd he falls ; to two at once a prey. 

And io ! they bear the bloody arms away I 
Come on— a diflant war no longer wage, 

-But hand to hand thy country's foes engage : 

Till Greece at once, and ail her glory end ; 660 

Or llion from her towery height defcend. 

Heav'd from the lowell Itone ; and bury all 
In one fad fepulchre, one common fall. 

Hedlor (this faid) rufh'd forward on the foes : 

With equal ardour Melanippus glows : 665 

Then Ajax thus — Oh Greeks I refped your fame, 
Refped yourfelves, and Icam an honeli fhame : 

Let mutual reverence mutual warmth infpiie. 

And catch from breaft to breaft the noble £re. 

On valour’s fide the odds of combat lie, 670 

I'he bia\e live glorious, or lamented die ; 

'I'he retch that trembles in the held of fame, 

Meets deadi, and worfc than death, eternal hiame, 

His generous fenfe he not m tain imparts. 

It funk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts , 675 

They join, they thiong, they thicken at his ^ 11 , 

And flank the navy with a brazen w’all; 

Shields touching Ihields, in order blaze above. 

And Hop the Trojans, though impell’d by Jove. 

The fiery Spartan firit, with loud applaufe, 680 
Warms the bold fon of Nellor in his caufe : 

Is tlieie (he faid) an arms a youth like yoa. 

So ill eng to fight, fo adive to purfue ? 
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Why ftand you diflant, nor attempt a deed ? 

Lift the bold lance, and make fome Trojan bleed. 

He faid ; and backwaid to the lines retii’d ; 
Foith ruih’d the youth, with martial fury fir’d. 
Beyond the foremoU ranks ; his lance he threw. 
And round the black battalions cafl his view. 

The troops of Troy recede with fudden fear. 
While the fwift javelin hifs’d along in air. 
Advancing Melanippus met the dait 
With his bold bread:, and felt it m his heart : 
Thundering he falls ; his falling arms refound. 
And his broad buckler rings againfi: the ground. 
The vidor leaps upon his profirate piize : 

Thus on a roe the well-breath’d beagle dies, 

And rends his fide, frefii-bleeding with the dart 
The difiant hunter fent into his heart. 

Obfeiving Hedor to the refeue fiew ; 

Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 

So when a favage, ranging o’er the plain, 

Has torn the fhepherd’s dog, or lliepherd fwain ; 
While, confeious of the deed, he glares around. 
And hears the gathering multitude refound. 
Timely he files the yct-untafied food. 

And gains the friendly fhelter of the wood. 

So fears the youth ; all Troy with fliouts purfue. 
While fiones and darts in mingled tempefls flew ; 
But, enter’d in the Grecian ranks, he turns 
His manly bread:, and with new fury burns. 

Now on the fleet the tides of Trojans drove. 
Fierce to fulfil the fiern decrees of Jove : 
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The Sire of Gods, confirming Thetis’ prayer. 

The Grecian ardour quench'd in deep defpair ; 715 

Put lifts to glory Troy’s prevailing bands. 

Swells all their hearts, and flrengthens all their hands. 
On Ida’s top he waits with longing eyes, 

To view the navy blazing to the ikies ; 

Then, nor till then, the fcaJe of war fhall turn, 720 
The Trojans fly, and conquer’d Ilion burn, 

Thefe fates levolv’d in his almighty mind. 

He raifes Hedtor to the work deiignM, 

Elds him with more than mortal fury glow. 

And drives hiiU, like a lightning, on the foe. 72^ 
So Mars, when human crimes for vengeance call. 
Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall* 

Not with more rage a confiagration rolls. 

Wraps the vaft mountains, and involves the poles. 

He foams with wrath ; beneath his gloomy brow 730 
Lilic fieiy meteors his red eye-balls glow ; 

The radi*4nt helmet on his temples burns. 

Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns : 

For Jove his fplendour round the chief had thiown. 
And cail the blaze of both the hoHs on one. 75 j 

Unhappy glories I for his fate was near. 

Due to fi:ern Pallas, and Pelides’ fpear : 

Yet J ove deferr’d the death he was to pay. 

And gave what Fate allow’d, the honours of a day ! 

Now, all on fire for fame his breafi:, his eyes 740 
Burn at each foe, and £ngie every prize ; 

Still at the clofeil ranks, the thicket fight. 

He points his ardour, and exerts his might# 

The 



745 


90 POPE’S HOMER. 

The Grecian phalanx movelefs as a tower 
On all fules batter’d, yet refills his power : 

So fome tall rock overhangs the hoary main. 

By "Winds alTaii’d, by billows beat in vain ; 

Unmov’d it heais, above, the tempell blow. 

And fees the watery mountains break below. 

Girt in furrounding flames, he feems to fall. 

Like lire from Jove, and biirfls upon them all ; 

Burfts as a wave that from the clouds impends, 

And fvvell’d with tempefts on the fliip defcends j 
lute aie the decks with foam ; the winds aloud 
Howl o’er the mails, and fing through ever) ihroud : 
Pale, trembling, tir’d, the failors freeze with fears j 
And indant death on every wave appears. 

So pale the Greeks the eyes of Heiflor meet. 

The chief fo thundeis, and fo fnakes the fleet. 

As vhen a lion rufning from his den, 760 

Amidfl: the plain of fome widc-water’d fen 
{Where numerous oxen, as at eafe they feed. 

At large expatiate o’er the ranker mead ;) 

Leaps on the herds belore the herdfman’s eyes ; 

The treriibiing herdfman far to diflance flies . 765 

Some lordly bull (the leil difpers’d and fled) 

He Angles out , arrelts, and lays him dead. 

Thus fiom the rage of Jove-like Hcclor flew 
All Greece m heaps; but one he fciz’d, and flew : 
Mycenian Peiiphes, a mighty name, 770 

In wifdom great, in arms well known to fame ; 

The miniiler of flern Euryilheus’ ire, 

Againfl Akides, Corpreus -was his fire ; 


The 
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The fon redeem'd the hononrs of the racC;, 

A fon as generous as the fire was bafe; 

O'er all his country's youth confpicuous far 
In every viitiie, or of peace or var : 

But doom'd to Hedor's ftronger force to yield I 
•Againil the margin of his ample ftiield 
He Uruck his hafty foot : his heels up fprung; jSo 
Supine he fell ; his brazen helmet rung. 

On the fall'n chief th’ invading Trojan prell. 

And plung'd the pointed javelin in his breafl. 

His circling friends, who Urove to guard too late 
Th' unhappy hero, fled, or lhar'd his fate. 

Chac'd from the foiemofl: line, the Giecian train 
Now man the next, receding tow’rd the main . 
Wedged in one body at the tents they fland. 

Wall'd round with fl.erns, a gloomy defperate band. 
Now manly fliame forbids th' inglorious flight ; jgo 
No^v feai itfelf connnes them to the light ; 

Man courage breathes in man ; but Neflor moil 
(The fage prelerver of the Grecian boil) 

Exhorts, adjures, to guard thefe utmofl: ihores; 

And by their parents, by thcmfelves, implores, yg ^ 
O friends I be men : your generous breails inflame 
With equal honour, and veith mutual fliame ? 

^rhiok of your hopes, your fortunes ; all the care 
Your wives, your infants, and your parents, fiiare: 
Think of each living father's reverend heati ; 800 

Think of each anceftor witli glory dead ; 

Abfent, by me they fpeak, by me they fue ; 

They alk their fafety, and their fame, from you : 

The 



P O P E ’ S H O M E R. 

Tlie Gods their fates on this one adlion lay, 

And all are loll, if yon defert the day. S05 

He fpoke, and round him bteath’d heroic fires ; 
Minerva feconds what the fage infpires. 

The mifl: of darknefs Jove around them threw 
She clear’d, reftoring all the war to view ; 

A fudden ray ihot beaming o’er the plain, 810 

And fiiew’d the Ihores, the navy, and the main : 
Hedhor they faw, and all who fiy, or fight. 

The fccne wide-opening to the blaze of light. 

Firft of the field great Ajax ftiikes their eyes. 

His poit majefiic, and his ample fize : 825 

A ponderous macc with finds of iron crown’d, 

Full twenty cubits long, he fwings around , 

Nor fights, like others, fix’d to certain fiands. 

But looks a moving tower above the bands , 

High on the decks, with vafi gigantic firide, 820 
The god-hke hero fialks from fide to fide. 

So when a horfeman from the ivatery mead 
(Skill’d in the manage of the bounding fieed) 

Drives four fair courfers, practis’d to obey. 

To fome great city through the public way ; 82^ 

Safe in his art, as fide by fide they run. 

He fhifts his feat, and vaults fiom one to one ; 

And now to this, and no\^ to that he files , 

Admiring numbers follow w ith their eyes. 

From fhip to fhip thus Aja\ fvvifuy fiew, 830 
No lefs the wonder of the warring crew, 

As furious Hedor thunder’d threats aloud. 

And lufh’d enrag’d before the Trojan croud : 


Then 
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Tlien fwift invades tlie fhips, whofe beaky prores 
Lay lank'd contiguous on the bending ihores ; §35 

So the flrong eagle from his aiiy height. 

Who matks the fwans^ or cranes' embody'd flight. 
Stoops down impetuous, w^hile they light for food. 
And, looping, darkens with his wings the flood. 

Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 840 
And breathes fierce fpiilts in his following band. 

The warring nations meet, the battle roars. 

Thick beats the combat on the founding prores. 

Thou wouldfi: have thought, fo furious was their fire. 
No force could tame them, and no toil could tiie , 84c 
As if new vigour from new fights they won. 

And the long battle was but then begun. 

Greece yet unconquer’d, kept alive the war. 

Secure of death, confiding in defpaii ; 

Troy in proud hopes, already view'd the main 830 
Bright with the blaze, and red with heroes flain 1 
Like ilrengtli is felt fiom hope and fiom defpair. 

And each contends, as his \\ere all the wir. 

'Twas thou, bold Heftor 1 whofe reiiillcfs hand 
Jlrll feiz'd a fhip on that contefted firand ; 83^ 

The fame which dead Protefilaus bore. 

The firfl: that touch’d th’ unhappy Trojan fhore : 

For this in arms the warring nations Hood, 

And bath'd their generous breafts wdth mutual blood. 
No room to poize the lance or bend the bow ; 860 

But hand to hand, and man to man, they grow : 
Wounded they wound ; and feek eacli othei s hearts 
With falchions, axes, fwords, and ihorten'd darts. 

2 The 
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The falchions ring, fhxelds rattle, axes found, 

Swords flaih in air, or glitter on the giound , 865 

With ilreaming blood the flippcry Ihores are dy’d. 

And ilaughter’d heroes fwell the dreadful tide. 

Still raging Hedlor with his ample hand 
Grafps the high ftern, and gives this loud command •* - 
Hafie, bring the flames 1 the toil of ten long } ears S70 
Is finifli'd ! and the day defir’d appears ! 

This happy day with acclamations greet. 

Bright With deflrudtion of yon hoflile fleet. 

The coward counfels of a timorous throng 
Of reverend dotards, check’d our glory long : 875 

Too long Jo\e lull’d us widi lethargic chaims. 

But now in peals of thunder calls to arms : 

In this gieat day he crowns our full deflres. 

Wakes all our force, and feconds all our flres. 

He fpoke — the warnours, at his fierce command, 880 
Pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 

Ev^’n Ajax paus’d (fo thick the javelins fly) 

Stepp’d back, and doubted or to live, or die. 

Yet w^here the oars are plac’d, he ftands to w^ait 
What chief approaching dares attempt his fate: 885 
Ev’n to the laft, his naval charge defends. 

Now fliakes his fpear, now lifts, and now protends ; 
Ev’n yet, the Gieeks with piercing Ihouts infpires, 
Amidfl: attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires. 

O friends ! O heroes ! names for e\ er dear, 890 
Once fons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war 1 
Ah! yet be mindful of your old renown. 

Your great forefailiers’ virtues and your own. 
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What aids exped you in this utmoll ftrait ? 

What bui'^ arks nfmg between you and fate ? S95 

No aids^ no bulwarks, your retreat attend j 
No friends to help, no city to defend. 

This fpot is all you have, to lofe or keep ; 

•There Hand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep. 
'’Tis hoftile giound you tread; your native lands 900 
Far, far from hence : your fates are in your hands. 

Raging he fpoke , nor farther waftes his breath. 
But turns his javelm to the work of death. 

W’hate er bold Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 

Againfl the fable (hips, with flaming brands, poj; 
So well the chief his naval weapon fped. 

The luckiefs warriour at his ilern lay dead ; 

Full twelve, the boldeft, in a moment fell. 

Sent by great Ajax to the lhades of hell, 


THE 




THE 

SIXTEENTH BOOK 

OF THE 


I L I A D. 


VoL. XLIX. 


H 



ARGUMENT 


The fixtli Battle : the Ads and Death of Patroclus* 

PATROCLUS (in purfuance of the requeil of Neftor 
m the eleventh book) entreats Achilles to fuifer him 
to go to the affiftance of the Greeks with Achilles” 
troops and armour. Pie agrees to it ; but at the 
fame time charges him to content himfelf v, ith ref- 
cuing the fleet, without faither purfuit of the ene- 
my. The armour, horfes, foldiers, and officers of 
Achilles are deferibed. Achilles oficrs a libation 
for the fuccefs of his fiiend, after which Patroclus 
leads the Myrmidons to battle. The Trojans, at 
the fight of Patroclus in Achilles^s armour, taking 
him for that hero, aie cafl: into the utniofl: confler^ 
mtion : he beats them off from the vefiels. Hec- 
tor himfelf flies. Sarpedon is killed, though Jupi- 
ter was averfe to his fate. Several other particulars 
of the battle are deferibed ; in the heat of which, 
Patroclus, negleding the orders of Achilles, piir- 
fues the foe to the walls of Troy ^ where Apollo 
repulfes and difarms him, Euphorbus wounds him^, 
au4 Hedor kills him ; \^hich concludes the booke. 
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S O wan’d both armies on th* enfanguin’d ihore. 
While the black velTels fmok’d with human gore* 
Meantime Patroclus to Achilles £ies ; 

The ftreaming tears fall copious from his eyes ; 

Not falter trickling to the plains below, ^ 

From the tall rock the fable waters flow. 

Divine Ptlides, with compaffion mov’d. 

Thus fpoke, indulgent to his beft-belov’d : 

Patroclus, fay, w'hat giief thy bofom bears. 

That flows fo fait in thefe unmanly tears ? lo 

No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps 
From her lov’d brcafl, with fonder paflion weeps ; 
Not more the mother’s foul that infant warms. 

Clung to her knees, and reaching at her arms. 

Than thou hafl: mine ! Oh tell me, to what end j ^ 

Thy tnelting forrows thus purfue thy friend ? 

Griev’ft thon for me, or for my martial band ^ 

Or come fad tidings from our native land ? 

Our fathers live {our firfl:, raofl: tender care) 

Thy good Menostius breathes the vital air, 20 

And hoary Feleus yet extends his days ; 

PleasM i|i theii age to hear their childrens* pral%. 
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Or may feme meaner caufe thy pity claim ! 

Perhaps yon rcliques of the Grecian name. 

Doom'd in their Hiips to fnk by fire and fword, 2^ 
And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord ? 

Whatever the caufc, reveal thy fecret care. 

And fpeak thofe forrows which a fiiend would fhare^ 
A figh, that inflant, from his bofom broke, 

Another follow’d, and Patroclus fpoke : 30 

Let Greece at length with pity touch thy breail, 
Thyfclf a Greek; and, once, of Greeks the beftl 
Lo ! every chief that might her fate prevent. 

Lies pierc’d with wounds, and bleeding in his tent. 
Eurypyliis, Tydides, Atreus' fon j 

And wife UJyfTes, at the navy groan, > 

More for their country’s wounds than for their own. ^ 
Their pain, foft arts of pharmacy can eafe. 

Thy breaft alone no lenitives appeafe. 

May never rage like thme my foul enflave, 40 
O great in vain I unprofitably brave 1 
Thy country flighted in her M diftrefs. 

What friend, what man, from thee iliall hope redrefs ? 
No — men unborn, and ages yet behind. 

Shall curfe that fierce, that unforgiving mind. 45 
O man unpit}^mg ! if of man thy race; 

But fure thou fpring’fi: not from a foft embrace. 

Nor ever amorous hero caus’d thy birth. 

Nor ever tender Goddefs brought thee forth. 

Some rugged rock^s hard entrails gave thee form, jo 
And raging feas produc’d thee in a ilorm, 

A foul well-fuiting that tempeftuous kind, 
bo rough thy maimers, fo untam’d thy mind^ 
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If fome dire oracle thy breafl alarm. 

If aught from Jove, or Thetis, flop thy arm, 55: 
Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may Oiine, 

If I but lead the Myrmidonian line : 

Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear. 

Proud Ti oy lhall tremble, and defeit the war : 
Without thy perfon Greece lhail win the day, . 60 
And thy mere image chace her foes away. 

Prefs^’d by freifh forces, her overlabour'd train 
Shall quit the fhips, and Greece refpire again. 

Thus, blind to Fate ! with fupplicating breath. 
Thou begg'ft his arms, and in his arms thy death, 65 
Unfortunately good ! a boding %h 
Thy friend returned ; and with it, this reply : 

Patroclus ! thy Achilles knows no fears ; 

Nor words from Jove, nor oracles, he hears ; 

Nor aught a mother's .caution can fugged ; 70 

The tyi ant's pride lies rooted in my biead. 

My wrongs, my wrongs,my conftant thought engage, 
Thofe, my foie oracles, infpire my rage : 

I made him tyrant : gave him power to wrong 
Ev'n me : I fdt it ; and lhall feel it long. 75 

The maid, my black* ey'd maid, he forc’d away. 

Due to the toils of many a well-fought day ; 

Due to my conqueft of her father’s reign j 
Due to the votes of all the Grecian train. 

From me he forc'd her; me, the bold and brave, So 
Difgrac'd, difhoaour'd, like the meaned flave. 

But bear we this— the wrongs I grieve are pad ; 

*Tis time our fury Ihould relent at lad : 
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I fix'd its date ; the day I wifh'd appears : n 

Now Hedor to my iObips his battle bears, 85 i 

The flames my eyes, the fliouts invade my ears. j 

Go, then, Patroclus ! court fair honour's charms 
In Troy's fam'd fields, and in Achilles' arms : 

Lead forth my maitial Myrmidons to fight. 

Go, fave the fleets, and conquer in my right. 9 < 
See the thin reliques of their baffled band. 

At the lafi edge of yon deferted land 1 
Eehold all Ilion on their fhips defcends ; 

How the cloud blackens, how the ftorm impends ! 
It was not thus, when, at my fight amaz'd, g 
Troy faw and trembled, as this helmet blaz'd : 

Had not th* injurious king our friendfhip loft. 

Yon ample trench had bury'd half her hoft. 

No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear ; 
Thofe are not dreadful, no Achilles there: lOi 

No longer flames the lance of Tydeus' fon ; 

No more your general calls his heroes on ; 

Heflor alone I hear; his dreadful breath 
Commands your fiaughter, or proclaims your death. 
Yet now, Patroclus, iflue to the plain : ^^5 1 

Now fave the fhips, the rifing fires reftrain, 3 

And give the Greeks to vifit Greece again. J 

But heed my words, and mark a friend's command. 
Who trufts his fame and honours in thy hand. 

And from thy deeds expeds, th' Achaian hoft m 
Shall render back the beauteous maid he loft. 

Kage uncontrol'd through all the hoftile crew. 

But touch not Heftor, Hedor is my due. 


Though 
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Though Jove in thunder Ihould command the war ; 

Be juft, confult my glory, and forbear : 115 

The fleet once fav’d, defift from farther chace. 

Nor lead to Dion’s walls the Grecian race ; 

Some adverfe God thy raflinefs may deftroy ; 

•Some God, like Phccbus, ever kind to Troy* 

Let Greece, redeem’d from this deftrudlive ftrait, 120 
Do her own work ; and leave the reft to Fate. 

Oh ] would to all th’ immortal Powers above, 

Apollo, Pallas, and almighty Jove, 

That not one Trojan might be left alive, 

Ai\d not a Greek of all the race furvive ; 1 25 

Might only we the tail deftrudion fhun. 

And only we deftroy th’ accurfed town I 

Such conference held the chiefs ; while on the ftrand 
Great Jove with conqueft crown’d the Trojan band. 
Ajax ro more the founding ftorm fuftain’d, 1 30 
So thick the darts an iron tempeft rain’d : 

On his tir’d arm the weighty buckler hung ; 

His hollow helm with falling javelins rung ; 

His breath, in quick, ftiort pantings, comes and goes ; 
And painful fweat from all his members flows* 13^ 
Spent and o’erpowxr’d, he barely breathes at moft ; 

Yet fcarce an army ftirs him from his poft ; 

Dangers on dangers all around him grow. 

And toD to toil, and woe f^icceeds to woe^ 

Say, Mufes, thron’d above the ftarry frame, 140 
ITcw fiift the navy blaz’d with Trojan flame? 

Stem Hedor wav’d his fword : and Handing near 
Where furious Ajax ply’d his aflien fpear, 
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Full on the lance a ftroke fo juftly fped. 

That the broad falchion lopp'd its brazen head ; 145 
His pointlefs fpear the warriour fhakes in vain; 

The brazen head falls founding on the plain. 

Great Ajax faw, and own'd the hand divine, 
Confefhng Jove, and trembling at the %n ; 

Warn’d, he retreats. Then fwift from all lides pour 
The hiffmg brands ; thick ftreams the fiery fhov er ; 

0 er the high flern the curling volumes rife. 

And fheets of rolling fmoke involve the Mes.. 

Divine Achilles view’d the rifing flames. 

And fmote his thigh, and thus aloud exclaims : 1J5 

Arm, arm, Patroclus ! Lo, the blaze afpires ! 

The glowing ocean reddens with the fires. 

Arm, ere our vefiels catch the fpreading flame ; 

Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name ; 

1 hade to bring the troops— the hero faid; i6a 
The friend with ardour and with joy obey’d. 

He cas’d his limbs in brafs ; and firfi: around 
His manly legs with filver buckles bound 
The clafping greaves ; then to his breaft applies 
The flamy cuirafs, of a thoufand dyes ; 165 

Emblazed with ftuds of gold his falchion Ihone 
In the rich belt, as in a flarry zone ; 

Achilles’ fhleld his ample flioulders fpread, 

Achilles’ helmet nodded o’er his head : 

Adorn’d in all his terrible array, 1 70 

He flafh’d around intolerable day. 

Alone, uutouch’d, Peiides’ javelin ftands. 

Not to be pois’d but by Pelides’ hands 5 


From 
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From Pelion’s fh^dy brow the plant entire 
Old Chiron rent, and fhap’d it for his lire; lyj 
Whofe Ton’s great arm alone the weapon wields. 

The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 

Then brave Automedon (an honour’d name, 

• The fecond to his lord in love and fame. 

In peace his friend, and partner of the war) 1 80 
The winged courfers haniefs’d to the car ; 

Xanthus and Balius, of immoital breed. 

Sprung from the, wind, and like the wind in fpeed ; 
Whom the wing’d Harpy, fwift Podarge, bore. 

By Zephyr pregnant on the breezy fhore : iSj; 

Swift Pedafus was added to their fide 
{Once great Aedon’s, now Achilles’ pride) 

Who, like in flrengtli, in fwiftnefs, and in grace, 

A mortal courfer, match’d th’ immortal race. 

Achilles fpeeds from tent to tent, and warms 190 
His hardy Myrmidons to blood and arms. 

Ail breathing death, around their chief they fiand, 

A grim, terrific formidable band: 

Grim as voracious wolves, that feek the fprings 
When fcalding thirft their burning bowels wrings ; 19 ^ 
When fome tall flag, frelh-flaughter’d in the wood. 
Has . drench’d their wide infatiate thros^ts with blood. 
To the black fount they rulh, a .hideous throng. 

With paunch diileiided, and with lolHng tongue, ’ 
Kre fills their eye, their black jaws belch the gore, 200 
And, gorg’d with ilaughter, Idli they thirfi: for more. 
Like furious rufh’d the Myrmidonian crew. 

Such their dread iireagth, and fuch their deathfui view. 

High 
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High In the midft the great Achilles Hands, 

Bireds their order, and the war commands, 205 
He, lov'd of Jove, had launch'd from Ilion's fhores 
Full fifty veflels, mann'd with fifty oars : 

Five chofen leaders the fierce bands obey, 

Himfelf fupreme in valour, as m fway, 

Firft march'd Menefiheiis, of celefiial birth, 210 
Beriv’d from thee, whofe waters wafli the earth. 
Bivine Spirchius I Jove-defcending flood I 
A mortal mother mixing with a God, 

Such was Meneftheus, but mifcalFd by fame 
The fon of Borus, that efpous'd the dame, 215 

Eudorus next ; whom Polymele the gay. 

Fam'd in the graceful dance, produc'd to day. 

Her, fly Cellenius lov’d, on her would gaze. 

As with fwift fiep fhe form'd the running maze : 

To her high chamber, from Diana's quire, 220 
The God purfued her, urg’d, and crown'd his fire. 
The fon confefs’d his father's heavenly race. 

And heir'd his mother’s fwiftnefs in the chace. 

Strong Echecleos, bleft in all thofe charms 
That pleas'd a God, fucceeded to her arms ; 22^ 

Not confeious of thofe loves, long hid from fame. 
With gifts of price he fought and won the dame ; 
Her fecret offspring to her fire fhe bare ; 

Her fire carefs'd him with a parent’s care, 

Pifander follow'd ; matchlefs in his art 230 
To wing the fpear, or aim the difiant dart ; 

No hand fo fure of all th' Emathian line. 

Or if a furer, great Patrocius 1 thine. 

The 
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The fourth by Phoenix’ grave command was grac’d ; 
Lagrces’ valiant offspring led the laft, 255 

Soon as Achilles with fuperior care 
Had call’d the chiefs, and oxder’d all the war. 

This ftern remembrance to his troops he gave : 

Ye far-fam’d Myrmidons, ye fierce and brave ! 

Think with what threats you dar’d the Trojan throng. 
Think what reproach thefe ears endur’d fo long, 

“ Stern fon of Peleus 1 ” (thus ye us’d to fay. 

While, refllefs, raging, in your fhips you lay) 

Oh nurs’d with gall, unknowing how to ykld ; 
Whofe rage defrauds us of fo fam’d a field ^ 245: 

If that dire fury muft for ever burn. 

What make we here ? Return ; ye chiefs, return !’* 
Such were your words~.Now,warriours, grieve no more* 
Lo there the Trojans I bathe your fwords in gore 1 
This day fhall give you all your foul demands ; 250 
Glut all your hearts I and weary ail your hands 1 
Thus while he rous’d the fire in every breafi, 

Clofe, and more clofe, the liflening cohorts prefi: ; 
Ranks wedg’d in ranks ; of arms a fieely ring 
Still grows, and fpreads, and thickens round the king* 
As when a circling wall the builder forms. 

Of lirength defenfxve againft wind and ftorms. 
Compacted ftones the thickening work compofe. 

And round him wide the rifing ftm^lure grows : 

So helm to helm, and creft to creft they throng, 260 
Shield urg’d on fhield, and man drove man along ; 
Thick, und iftinguifh’d plumes, together join’d. 

Float in one fea, and wave before the wind. 

Fat 



loS F O P E ’ S H O M E E. 

Far o*er the reft, in glittering pomp appear 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here ; 265 

Brothel s in arms, with equal fury fir’d ; 

Two friends, two bodies with one foul infpii’d. 

But, mindful of the Gods, Achilles went 
To the lich coffer in his ftiady tent : 

There lay on heaps his various garments lOlFd, 270 
And coftly fuis, and carpets ftiff with gold 
(The prefents of the filver- footed dame). 

From thence he took a bowl, of antique frame. 
Which never man had ftain’d with luddy wine. 

Nor rais’d in ofterings to the Pow'ers divine, 275 
But Peleus’ fon ; and Feleus’ fon to none 
Had rais’d in offerings, but to Jove alone. 

This ting’d with fulphur, facied firft to flame. 

He purg’d ; and wafli’d it in the running ftream. 
Then cleans’d his hands ; and, fixing for a fpace 280 
His eyes on hea\ en, his feet upon the place 
Of facrifice, the purple draught he pour’d 
Forth in the midft ; and thus the God implor’d : 

O thou Supreme I high-thron’d all height above I 
Oh great Pelafgic, Dodonasan Jove I 285 

Y'^ho ’midft furrounding fiofts, and vapours chill, 
Prefid ’ft on bleak Dodona’s vocal hill 
(Whofe groves, the Selli, race auftere I fiirroiind. 
Their feet unwafti’d, their flumbers on the ground ; 
Who hear, from ruffling oa\s, thy dark decrees ; 290 
Ai|d catch the fates, low-whifper^d in the breeze :) 
Hear, as of old I Thou gav’ft, at Thetis’ prayer. 
Glory to and to the Greeks defpair# 
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Lo, to tlie dangers of the fighting field 
The bcil, the dearefi: of my friends, I yield ; 295 

Though fiill determin’d, to ray {hips confin’d ; 
Patroclus gone, I fiay but half behind. 

Oh ! be his guard thy providential care. 

Confirm his heart, and firing his arm to war ; 

Prefs’d by his fingle force, let He<fior fee , 300 

His fame in arms not owing all to me. 

But when the fleets are fav’d from foes and fire. 

Let him with conqueft and renown retire ; 

Preferve his arras, prefert'e his focial train. 

And fafe return him to thefe eyes again ; 303 

Great Jove confents to half the chief’s requefi. 

But Heaven’s eternal doom denies the refi ; 

To free the fleet, was granted to his prayer ; 

His fafe return, the winds difpers’d in air. 

Back to his tent the ftern Achilles flies, 310 

And waits the combat with impatient eyes. 

Meanwhile the troops beneath Patroclus’ care 
Invade the Trojans, and commence the wai. 

As wafps, provok’d by children in their play. 

Pour from their manfions by the broad highw^ay, 31^ 
In fwarms the guiltlefs traveller engage. 

Whet all their fiings, and call forth all their rage : 
All rife in arms, and with a general cry 
Aflfert their wajEcn domes, and busting progeny. 

Thus from the tent$ the fervent* legion {Warms, 320 
So loud their clMJiour, and fo keen their arms j 
Their rifing rage Patroclus’ breath infpires. 

Who thus inflames them with heroic fires ? 


Oh 
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Oh warriours, partners of Achilles' praife ! 

Pe mindful of your deeds in ancient days : 325 

Your god-Iike mafler let your ads proclaim. 

And add new glories to his mighty name. 

Think, your Achilles fees you fight : be brave. 

And humble the proud monarch whom you fave. 

Joyful they heard, and, kindling as he fpoke, 33a 
Mew to the fleet, involv'd in fire and fmoke. 

From fliore to fhoxe the doubling fliouts refound. 

The hollow fhips return a deeper found. 

The war flood ftill, and all around them gaz'd. 

When great Achilles' fliining armour blaz'd : 33^ 

Troy faw, and thought the dread Achilles nigh ; 

At once they fee, they tremble, and they fly. 

Then firfl thy fpear, divine Patroclus ! flew. 

Where the war rag'd, and where the tumult grew. 
Clofe to the flern of that fam'd fhip, which bore 340 
Unbleft Protefilaus to Ilion's fliore. 

The great Pjeonian, bold Pyraechmes, flood 
{Who led his bands from Axius' winding flood) ; 

His flioulder-blade receives the fatal wound ; 

The groaning warriour pants upon the ground. 34^ 
Bis troops, that fee their country's gloiy flain. 

Fly diverfe, fcatter'd o’er the diftant plain. 

Patroclus' arm forbids the fpreadmg fires. 

And from the haif-buin'd fliip proud Tioy retires : 


Clear’d from the fmoke the joyful navy lies 
In heaps on heaps the foe tumultuous flies ; 
Triumphant Greece her refeued decks afeends. 
And loud acehim the flariy region re|ids* 
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So, when thick clouds inwrap the mountain's head, 
O^er heaven's expanfe like one black deling fpread,. 
Sudden the Thunderer, with a flafhing raj, 

BurHs through the darknefs, and lets down the daj : 
The hxiis jQiine out, the rocks in profped rife, 

•And dreams, and vales, and foreds, drike the eyes ; 
The fmiiing fcene wide opens to the fight, 360 
And all th' unmeafur'd sether dames with light. 

But Troj repuls’d, and fcatter’d o’er the plains. 
Forc’d from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 

Now every Greek fome hodile hero flew. 

But dill the foremod bold Patroclus flew ; 365! 

As Arielycus had turn’d him round. 

Sharp in his thigh he felt the piercing wound ; 

The brazen-pointed fpear, with vigour thrown. 

The thigh transfix’d, and broke the brittle bone : 
Headlong he fell. Next, Thoas, was thy chance, 37© 
Thy bread, unarm’d, receiv’d the Spartan lance. 
Phylides’ dart (as Amphiclus drew nigh) 

His blow prevented, and tranfpierc’d his thigh. 

Tore all the brawn, and rent the nerves away ; 

In darknefs and in death the warriour lay. 37 ^ 

In equal arms two fons of Nedor dand. 

And two bold brothers of the Lycian band : 

By great Antiloohus, Atymnius dies. 

Pierc’d in €ie flank, lamented youth t he lies. 

Kind Maris, bleoiing in his brother's wound, 380 
Defends the breathlefs carcafe on the ground ; 

Furious he flies, his murderer to engage j 
But God-like Thrafimed prevents his rage^ 
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Between liis arm and fhoulder aims a blow ; 

His arm fails fpouting on the dull: beiow: 385 

He finks, with endlefs darknefs cover'd o'er 5 
And vents his foul, effus'd with gufhing gore. 

Slain by two brothers, thus two brothers bleed, 
Sarpedon's friends, Amifodarus' feed; 

Amifodarus, who, by Furies led, 3^0 

The bane of men, abhorr'd Chimera bred ; 

Skill’d in the dart in vain, his fons expire. 

And pay the forfeit of their guilty fire. 

Stopp'd in the tumult, Cleobulus lies 
Beneath Oileus* arm, a living prize ; 

A living prize not long the Trojan Rood ; 

The thirfty falchion drank his reeking blood ; 

Plung'd in his throat the fmoking weapon lies ; 

Black death, and fate unpitying, feal his eyes. 

Amid the ranks, with mutual thirR of fame, 400 
Lycon the brave, and fierce Peneleus, came ; 

In vain their javelins at each other fiew. 

Now met in arms, their eager fwords they drew. 

On the plum'd creR of his Boeotian foe. 

The daring Lycon aim’d a noble blow ; 405: 

The fword broke Riort ; but his, Peneleus fped 
Full on the jun^lure of the neck and head : 

The head, divided by a Rroke fo juR, 

Hung by the Ikin ; the body funk to duR. 

Overtaken Neamas by Merion bleeds, 41 O’ 

Pierc’d through the Ihoulder as he mounts his Reeds 5 
Back from the car fie tumbles to the ground : 

His fwimming. eye®' eternal ftiades furroimd. 


Next 
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Next Erymas was doom\i his fate to feel. 

His open’d mouth receix^’d the Cretan ileel : 415 

Beneath the brain the point a paCage tore, 

Crafh’d the thin bones, and drown’d the teeth in gore : 
His mouth, his eyes, his nofirils, pour a fiood ; 

He fobs his foul out in the gufh of blood. 

As when the flocks, negleded by the fwain 426 
(Or kids, or lambs) lie fcatter’d o’er the plain, 

A troop of wolx^es th’ unguaided charge furvey. 

And rend the trembling, unreiifting prey : 

Thus on the foe the Greeks impetuous came ; 

Troy fled, unmindful of her former fame. 425 

But fliil at HciSlor god-like Ajax aim’d, 

Still pointed at his breall his javelin flam’d : 

The Trojan chief, experienc’d in the field. 

O’er his broad fhoolders fpread the mafly fliield, 
Obferv’d the ftorm of darts the Grecians pour, 45(31 
And on his buckler caught the ringing Ihower. 

He fees for Greece the fcale of conqucll rife. 

Yet flops, and turns, and fax»-es his lov’d allies. 

As when the hand of Jove a tempefl forms. 

And rolls the cloud to blacken heaven with florins,. 
Dark o’er the fields th’ afeending vapour flies. 

And fhades the fun, and blots the gedden Ikies : 

So from the fliips, along the duicy pkin. 

Dire Fli^t ami Teraxir drewe tlie Ttojan train. 

Evhi He£lor fled ; through heaps of difarray 440 
The fiery cOTrfc forced their lord away : 

While far behind his Trojans fall confus’d ; 

Wedg’d in the treach, in one vaft Carnage bmis’d ; 
VoL. XLIX, I Chariot# 
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Chariots on chariots roll ; the claihing fpokes 
Shock; while the madding fteeds break fhort their 
In vain they labour up the fteepy mound ; [yokes ; 
Their charioteers lie foaming on the ground. 

Fierce on the rear, with Ihouts, Patroclus flies ; 
Tumultuous clamour fills the fields and Ikies ; 

Thick drifts of dull involve their rapid flight ; 4^0 

Clouds rife on clouds, and hearen is fnatch'd from fight. 
Th’ affrighted fieeds, their dying lords call down. 
Scour o'er the fields, and firetch to reach the town. 
Loud o'er the rout was heard the vidlor's cry. 

Where the war bleeds, and wheie the thickefl: die, 45*5 
Where horfe, and arms, and chariots lie o'erthrown. 
And bleeding heroes under axles groan. 

No flop, no check, the Heeds of Feleus knew ; 

From bank to bank th’ immortal courfers flew. 
High-bounding o’ei the folfe : the whirling car 460 
Smokes through the ranks, overtakes the flying war. 
And thunders after He6lor ; Hedor flies, 

Patroclus fhakes his lance ; but Fate denies. 

Not with lefs nolle, with lefs impetuous force. 

The tide of Trojans urge their defperate courfe, 465 
Than when in autumn Jove his fury pours. 

And earth is loaden with incelTant Ihowers 
(When guilty mortals break th' eternal laws. 

Or judges, brib'd, betray the righteous caufe) ; 

From their deep beds he bids the rivers rife, 470 
And opens all the flood-gate.s of the fkies : 

Til* impetuous torrents from their hills obey. 

Whole fields are drown'd, and mountains fu ept away ; 

Loud 
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Loud roars the deluge till it meets the main ; 

And trembling man fees ail his labours vain. 475 
And now the chief (the fbremoft troops repelFd) 
Back to the fliips his deftin'd progrefs held. 

Bore down half Troy in his refiftlefs way. 

And foic’d the routed ranks to ftand the day. 
Between the fpace where filver Simois flows, 480 
Where lay the fleets, and where the rampires rofe. 

All grim in dull and blood, Patroclus flands. 

And turns the daughter on the conquering bands. 
Firfl Pronous died beneath his fiery dart. 

Which pierced below the fliield his valiant heart. 48 j 
Theflor was next ; who faw the chief appear. 

And fell the vidim of his coward fear ; 

Shrunk-up he fat, with wild and haggard eye. 

Nor flood to combat, nor had force to fly : 

Patroclus mark’d him as he fliunn’d the war, ^go 
And wdth unmanly ti embiings fliook the car. 

And dropp’d the fiov^ing reins. Him ’twixt the jaws 
The javelin flicks, and from the chariot draws. 

As on a rock that Over-hangs the main. 

An angler, fludious of the line and cane, 4q ^ 

Some mighty fifli draws panting to the fhore ; 

Not with lefs eafe the barbed javelin bore 
Ihe gaping daftard : as the fpear \yas (hook. 

He fell, and life his heartlefs breafl forfook# 


Next on*Er}^aius he flies ; a flOne, ^00 

large as a rock, was by his fury thrown : 

Full on his crown the ponderous fragment flew. 

And horfl the hdm, and deft the head in two : 

I z Prone 
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Prone to tlie gionnd tlxe 1 >reathlefs warrionr fell. 

And death involv'd him with the {hades of hell. ^05: 
Then low in dufl Epaltes, Echius lie ; 

Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die; 

Amphoterns, and Er}^mas fucceed ; 

And iaft Tlepolemns and Pyies bleed. 

Whei e'er he moves, the growing daughters fpread 510 
In heaps on heaps ; a monument of dead. 

When now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 
Groveling in dull, and gafping on the lieldy 
With this reproach his flying hofl he warms : 

Oh flam to honour ! oh difgiace to arms I 
Forflke, inglorious, the contended plain ; 

This hand, unaided, fliall the war fuflain : 

The taSv be mine, this herb’s flrer\gth to try. 

Who mov s whole troops, and makes an army fly. 

He fpake ; and, fpeaking, leaps from off the car ; 520 
Patroclas lights, and flernly waits the %var. 

As when two vultures on the mountains height 
Stoop with refounding pinions to the flght ; 
lliey culf, they tear, they raife a fc reaming cry ; 
The defart echoes, and the rocks reply: 525 

The warriours thus, oppos’d in arms, engage 
With equal clamours, and with equal rage. 

Jove view’d the combat ; whofe event forefeen. 

He thus befpoke his Sifter and his Queen : 

The hour draws on ; the Deftimes ordain, yja 
My god-hke fon fhall piefs the Phrygian plain : 
Already on the verge of death he Hands, 

His life k ow’d to fierce Patroclus’ hands. 


What 



117 


ILIAD, Booa XVL 
What paffions in a parent's breaft debate! 

Say, fhail I fnatch him from impending fate, 555 
And fend him fafe to Lycia, diHant far 
From all the dangeis and the toils of wary 
Or to his doom ray braveft offspring yield. 

And fatten with ccleHial blood the field ? 

Then thus the Goddefs with the radiant tyes t 540 
What words are thefe ? O Sovereign of the Skies ! 
Short is the date preferib'd to mortal man ; 

Shall Jove, for one, extend the narrow fpan, 

Whofe bounds were fix'd* before his race began ? 

How many fons of Gods, foredoom’d to death* 54J 
Before proud Ilion mull refign their breath I 
Were thine exempt, debate would rife above. 

And murmuring Powers condemn their partial Jov 
Give the bold chief a glorious fate in fight ; 

And, when th' afeending foul has wing'd her flight, yyo 
Let Sleep and Death convey, by thy command. 

The breathlefs body to his' native land. 

His fi lends and people, to Ins future praife, 

A marble tomb and pyramid fiiall raife. 

And lafiing honours to his allies give ; 

His fame ('tis all the dead can have) fliall live. 

She faid ; the Cloud-compeller, overcome* 

Agents to fate, and- ratifies the doom; 

Then, toueh'd with grief, the weeping heavens diflilFd 
A Ihower of Mood o'er all the fatal field : 560 

The God, his eyes averting from the plain 
Laments his fon, predefin’d to be flain. 

Far from the L}xiaa fhores, his happy 'native reign. 

2 3 ' How 
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Now met in arms, the combatants appear. 

Each heav’d the fliield, and pois’d the lifted fpear : 56^ 
From flrong Patrocius’ hand the javelin fled. 

And pafs’d the groin of t^aliant Thiafymed; 

The ner\es unbrac’d, no more his bulk fuflain. 

He falls, and falling bites the bloody plain. 

Two founding daits the Lycian leader threw ; 

The firfl aloof with erring fury flew. 

The next tranfpierc’d Achilles’ mortal fleed. 

The generous Pedafus of Theban breed ; 

Fix’d in the fhoulder’s joint, he reel’d around. 
Roll’d in the bloody dufl:, and paw 'd the flippery ground* 
His fudden fall th’ entangled harnefs broke j 
Each axle crackled, and the chariot fhook ; 

When bold Automedon, to difengage 
The flatting courfers, and reflrain their rage. 

Divides the traces with his fword, and freed 580 
Th* inciimbei’d chariot from the dying fleed : 

The reft move on, obedient to the rein ; 

The car rolls flowly o*er the dufty plain. 

The towering chiefs to fiercer fight advance. 

And firfl Sarpedon whirl’d his weighty lance, 585 
Which o’er the warriour’s ftioulder took its courfe. 
And fpent in empty air its dying force. 

Not fo Patroclus’ never-eiring dart : 

Aim’d at his breaft, it pierc’d the mortal part. 

Where the flrong fibres bind the folid heart, 590 
Then, as the mountain oak, or poplar tall. 

Or pine {fit maft for fome great admiial) 

Nods to the axe, till with a groaning found 
It finks, and fpreads its honours on the ground ; 

Thus 
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Thus fell the king ; and, laid on earth fupine, 59-5 
Before his chariot ftretch'd his form divine : 

He grafp*d the dull: diftain'd w'ith ftreaming gore. 
And, pale in death, lay groaning on the Ihore. 

So lies a bull beneath the lion’s paws. 

While the grim favage grinds with foamy jaws 600 
The trembling limbs, and fucks the fmoking blood ; ^ 
Beep groans, and hollow roars, re-bellow through the 
Then to the leader of the Lycian band [wood. 
The dying chief addrefs’d his laft command : ^ 

Glaucus, be bold ; thy talk be iirfl to dare ^ 605 
The glorious dangers of deftrudtive war. 

To lead my troops, to combat at their head. 

Incite the living, and fupply the dead. 

Tell them, I charg’d them with my lateft breath 
Not unrevengM to bear Sarpedon’s death. 610 

What grief, what lhame, nfiuft Glaucus undergo. 

If thefe fpoil'd arms adorn a Grecian foe 1 
Then as a friend, and as a warriour, fight ; 

Defend my body, conquer in my right ; 

That, taught by great examples, all may try 6i’y 
Like thee to vanquilh, or like me to die. 

He ceas’d; the Fates fupprefs’d his labouring breath. 
And his eyes darken’d with the fhades of death. 

Th’ infulting vi«Slor with difdain beftrode 

The proftrate prince, and on his bofom trod ; 62a 

Then drew the weapon from his panting heart. 

The reeking fibres clinging to the dart ; 

From the wide wound gulh’d out a ftream of blood. 
And the foul ifiued in the purple flood. 

I4 
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His flying fteedsthe Myrmidons detain, 625 

Unguided now, their mighty mafler flain. 
All-impotent of aid, transfix’d with grief. 

Unhappy Glaucus heard the dying chief. 

His painful arm, yet ufelefs with the fmart 
Inflided late by Teucer’s deadly dart, 

Supported on his better hand he flay’d ; 

To Pheebus then, {’twas all he could) he pray’d ; 

All-feeing monarch! whether Lycia’s coafl. 

Or facred Ilion, tl^y bright prefenee boafl, 

I’owerful alike to eafe the wretch’s fmart ; ^ 

Oh hear me! God of ei^ery healing art! 

Xo I flifF with clotted blood, and pierc’d with pain. 
That thrills my arm, and fhoots through every vein, 

J fland, unable to fuftain the fpear, 

And ligh, at diflanee from the glorious war. 640 
Low in the duft is great Sarpedon laid. 

Nor Jove vouehfaf ’d Ms hapkfs offspring aid. 

But thou, O God of Health ! thy fuccour knd. 

To guard the reliqties of my flaughter’d friend. 

For thou,, though cant reftore my might, 64^ 

To head my Lyeians, and fupport the fight# 

Apollo heard, and, fuppliant as he flood. 

His hea^ only hand retrain’d the flux of blood : 

He drew the dolours from the wounded part, 

Apd breath’d a fpirit in his riling heart : 650 

Renew’d by art divine, the hero ftands. 

And owns th’ afliflance of immortal hands. 

Firft to the fight his native troops fee warms. 

Then loudly calk on Tioy’s vindi&w arms : 
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With ample. ilrides he f!alks from place to place; 655 
Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas ; 
iEneas next, and Heaor, he accofis ; 

Inflaming thns the rage of all their hofis- : 

What thoughts, regardkfs chief I- thy breafi empk^ ? 
•Oh too foigetfui of the friends of Tioy I 
Thofe generous friends, who, from their country far. 
Breathe their brave fouls out in another's war* 

See I where in dull the great Sarpedon lies. 

In adion valiant, and in council wife. 

Who guarded right, and kept his people free ; 6 $^ 

To all his Lyciaas loH, and loll to thee ! 

Stretch'd by Fatroclus' arm on yonder plains. 

Oh fave from hofiile rage his lov'd remains : 

Ah let not Greece his conquer’d trophies boafi. 

Nor on his corfe revenge her heroes loH* 

He fpoke ; each leader in his grief partook, 

Troy, at the lofs, through all her legions Ihook. 
Transfix'd with deep regret, they view o'er thrown 
At once his country's pillar, and their own ; 

A chief, who led to Troy's beleaguer'd wall 67J 
A hofl of heroes, and; out-lhin'd them all. 

Fir'd they rufh on 3 firll He<%r feeks the foes, 

A«d wkh fupenour vengeance greatly glows^ 

But o'er the dead the fierce Patrocte-iandls, 

And, routing Ajax, rout'd the liteiiaig bands ; SS© 
H eroes, be aw! be what- you were before ; 

Or veigh the grea^ octrfon, and* be more* 

The chief who taught our? lofty walls to yield. 

Lies pale in death, extended on th© Wd, 
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To guard his body, Troy in numbers Hies ; 685 

^Tis half the glory to maintain our prize, 

Halle, Hrip his arms, the flaughter round him ipread. 
And fend the living Lycians to the dead. 

The heroes kindle at his fierce command ; 

The martial fquadrons clofe on either hand : 690 • 

Here Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 
Thefialia there, and Greece, oppofe their arms. 

With horrid Ihouts they circle round the flain; 

The clalh of armour rings o'er all the plain. 

Great Jove, to fwell the horrours of the fight, 695 
O'er the fierce armies pours pernicious night ; 

And round his fon confounds the warring holls. 

His fate enobling with a croud of ghofts. 

Now Greece gives way, and great Epigeus falls ; 
Agacleus' fon, from Budi urn's lofty walls : 700. 

Who, chac’d for murdej thence, a fuppliant came 
To Peleus and the filver-footed dame ; ' 

Now fent to Troy, Achilles' arms to aid. 

He pays due vengeance to his kinfman's lhade. 

Soon as his lucklefs hand had touch'd the dead, 705 
A rock's large fragment thunder'd on his head ; 

Hurl'd by Hedorian force, it cleft in twain 
His lhatter'd helm, and ftretch'd him o’er the flain. 

Fierce to the van of fight Patroclus came ; 

And, like an eagle darting at his game, 71Q 

Sprung on the Trojan and the Lycian band ; 

What grief thy heart, what fury urg’d thy hand, 

Oh generous Greek I when with full vigour thrown 
At Sthenelalis flew the weighty .Hone, 
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Which funk him to the dead : when Troy, too near 
That arm, drew back ; and Hedor learned to fear. 
Far as an able hand a lance can throw. 

Or at the lifts, or at the fighting foe ; 

So far the Trojans from their lines retir’d ; 

.Till Glaucus, turning, all the reft infpir’d* 720 
Then Bathycl^us fell beneath his rage. 

The only hope of Chakon’s trembling age t 
Wide o’er the land was ftretch’d his large domain. 
With ftately feats, and riches, bleft in vain : 

Him, bold with youth, and eager to purfue 
The flying Lycians., Glaucus met, and flew ; 

Pierc’d thrpugh the bofom with a fudden wound. 

He fell, and, falling, made the fields refound. 

Th’ Achaians forrow for their hero flain ; 

With conquering fliouts the 1 rojans fhake the plain. 
And croud to fpoil the dead . the Greeks oppofe ; 

An iron circle round the carcafe grows. 

Then brave Laogonus refign’d his breath, 
Difpatch’d by Merlon to the fliades of death : 

On Ida’s holy hill he made abode, 73^ 

The prieft of Jove, and honour’d like his God. 
Between the jaw and ear the javelin went : 

The foul, exhaling, iflued at the vent. 

His fpear iEneas at the vidtor threw. 

Who ftooping forward from die death withdrew ; 740 
The lance hili’d harmlefs o’er Hs covering fliield. 
And trembling ftruck, and rooted in the field ; 

There yet fcarce fpent, it quivers on the plain. 

Seat by the great iEneas’ arm in vain. 



Swift as thou art (the raging hero cries) 

And ikili’d in dancing to difpute the prize. 

My fpear, the.deiim'd pafTage had it found. 

Had fix’d thy a6hve vigour to the ground. 

Oh valiant leader of the Dardan hoil: I 
{Infuited Merlon thus retorts the boaft) 

Strong as you are, ^tis mortal force you truH, 

An arm as ftrong may ftretch thee m the dull. 

And if to this my lance thy fate be given. 

Vain are thy vaunts ; fuccefs is Hill from Heaven : 
This inftant fends thee down to Pluto’s coafl ; 

Mine is the glory, his thy parting gholl. 

O fiiend (Menoetius’ fon this anfwer gave) 

With words to combat, ill befits the brave ; 

Not empty boafis the fons of Troy repell. 

Your fwords mull plunge them to the lhades of helL 
To fpeak, befeems the council : but to dare 
In glorious adion, is the talk of war 
This faid, Patroclus to the battle files ; 

Great Merion follows, and new ihoiits arife : 

Shields, helmets rattle, as the warriours clofe ; 765 

And thick and lieavy founds the fiorm of blows. 

As through th^ Ihrilling vale, or mountain ground. 
The labours of the woodman’s axe refoiind ; 

Eiows following blows are heard re-echoing wide. 


While crackling forefis fall on every fide : 
Thu^ echo’d all the fields. with loud alarms. 

So fell tjhfe warriours, and fo rung their arms. 

Now , great Sarpedon on the faijdy Ihore, 
His heavenly foKus^d^fee’d'witk.dnfi; and gore. 
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And iluok with darts hj warring heroes &ed* 775 
Lies undiflinguiOt^d from the vidgar dead. 

His long-diipoted coiic tlie chiefs inclofc^ 

On every fide the bufy combat grows ; 

Thick as beneath fome ihepherd's thatch'd abode 
{1 lie pails high-foaming with a milky flood) 7^^^ 
The buzzing flies, a perfevering train, 

Inceflknt fwarm, and chac'd return again. 

Joi’-e view'd the combat with a flein furvey^^ 

And eyes tliat flaih’d intolerable day. 

Fix’d on the field his fight, his bread debates 785 
The \engeance due, and meditates the fates : 
Whether to urge their prompt and call 

The force of Hefior to Fatroclus' fall. 

This inflant fee his iliort-Hv’d trophies won. 

And flretch'd him breathleis on his liaughter'd fon % 
Or yet, with many a foul's untimely -flight. 

Augment the fame and honour of the fight. 

1 o crown Achilks' valiant friend with pralfe 
At length he dooms ; and, that his iail of days 
Shall fet in glory, bids him duve the foe; 795 
Nor unattended fee the fliades bdow. 

Then Hedior's mind he fills with dire difmay ; 

He mounts his car, and calls his hods away. 

Sunk with Tcoy's heavy fates, he fees decline 
The fcales of Jove, and pants wiiij divine. E0O 
Then, nor Wore, the hardy Lyckns fled. 

And left their moimrch with the cammm dead: 
Around, in. heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 
Of carnage rifes, as the heroes fail, 

{So 
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(So decreed 1) At length the Greeks obtain S05 
The prize contcfted, and defpoil the ilain. 

The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, 

Patroclus' fhips the glorious fpoils adorn. 

Then thus to Phoebus, in the realms above, 

Spoke from his throne the Cloud-compelling Jove : 8id ’ 
Defcend, my Phoebus ! on the Phrygian plain. 

And from the fight convey Sarpedon flain ; 

Then bathe his body m the cryftal flood ; 

With duft dilhonour'd, and deform'd with blood : 
O'er all his limbs celeflial odours fhed, 815 

And with celeflial robes adorn the dead. 

Thofe rites difcharg’d, his facied corfe bequeath 
To the foft arms of filent Sleep and Death, 

They to his friends the mournful charge fliall bear. 

His friends a tomb and pyramid fhall rear ; 82® 

What honours mortals after death receive, 

Thofe unavailing honours we may give I 
Apollo bows, and from mount Ida's height 
Swift to the field precipitates his flight ; 

Thence from the war the breathlefs hero bore, 825 
Veil’d in a cloud, to filver Simois' fhore ; 

There bath'd his honourable wounds, and dreft 
His manly members in th' immortal vefl ; 

And with perfumes of fweet ambrofial dews, 

Reflores his freflinefs, and his form renews. 85® 
Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged race. 

Of matchlefs fwiftnefs, but of filent pace. 

Receiv’d Sarpedon, at the pod’s command. 

And in a moment reach'd the Lycian land ; 
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The corfe amidft Hs weeping friends they hid, 83^ 
Where endlefs honours wait the facred fhade. 

Meanwhile Patroclus pours along the plains. 

With foaming courfers, and with loofen’d reins. 
Fierce on the Trojan and the Lycian crew, 

. Ah blind to fate ! thy headlong fury flew : 840 

Againft what Fate and powerful Jove ordain. 

Vain was thy friend’s command, thy courage vain ; 
For he, the God, whofe counfels uncontrol’d 
Difmay the mighty, and confound the bold ; 

The God who gives, refumes, and orders all, 84; 
He urg’d thee on, and urg’d thee on to fall. 

Who firft, brave hero I by that arm was flain. 

Who laft, beneath thy vengeance, prefs’d the plain ; 
When Heaven itfelf thy fatal fury led. 

And call’d to £11 the number of the dead ? g^o 

Adreilus firfl ; AutonoUs then fucceeds ; 

Echeclus follows ; next young Megas bleeds : 

Epiflor, Melanippus, bite the ground : 

The flaughter, Elafus and Mulius crown’d : 

Then funk Pylartes to eternal night ; 83^ 

The reft, difperflng, truft their fates to flight. 

Now Troy had ftoop'd beneath his matchlefs power. 
But flaming Phoebus kept the facred tower. 

Thrice at the battlements Patroclus flrook; 

His blazing segis thrice Apollo ihook : S60 

He try’d the fourth ; when, burfting from the cloud, 
A more , than mortal voice was heard aloud , 

Patroclus I ceafe ; this heaven-defended wall 
Defies thy lance j not fated yet to fall ; 

Thy 
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*Thf fritnd, thy greater far> it fhall witMand : 865 
Troy fhall not Hoop ev'n to Achilles’ hand. 

So fpoke the God who darts celeHlai £res ; 

The Greek obeys him, and with awe retires : 

While Hedor, checking at the Scaian gates 

His panting courfers, in his breaH debates, 8^0 

Or in the held his forces to employ. 

Or draw the troops within the walls of Troy. 

Thus while he thought, befide him Phoebus Hood, 

In AHus’ ihape, who reign d by Sangar’s flood ; 

{Thy brother, Hecuba ! from Dymas fprung, 

A valiant w^arriour, haughty, bold, and young.) 

Thus lie accofts him : What a Ihameful fight I 
Gods ! is it Hedor that forbears the fight ? 

W^ere thine my vigour, this fuccefsful fpear 
Should foon convince thee of fo falfe a fear. 880 
Turn then, ah turn thee to the Held of fame. 

And in Patroclus’ blood eflace thy lhame. 

Perhaps Apollo fhall thy arms fucceed. 

And Heaven ordains him by thy lance to Meed. 

So fpoke th’ infpinng God ; then took his flight, 88 
And plung’d amidfl the tumult of the fight* 

He bids Cebrion drive the rapid car ; 

The lalh refounds, the courfers rufh to war : 

The God the Grecians’ finking fouls depreH, 

And pour’d fwift fpirits through each Trojan breaH* 
Batroclus lights, impatient for the fight | 

A fpear his kft, a Hone employs his right : 

With ail his nerves he drives it at the foe ; 

Pointed above, land njugh smd gtofs heim : 

The 
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The falling ruin crufb’d Cebrian’s bead, 89^^ 

The lawlefs offspring of king Piiam's bed ; 

His front, brows, eyes, one undiftinguifh’d wound : 
The burning balls diop fightlefs to the ground. 

The charioteer, while yet he held the rein, 
touch from the car, falls headlong on the plain. 900 
To the dark fhadcs the foul unwilling glides ; 

While the proud vidor thus his fall derides : 

Good Heavens ! what adive feats yon artifi fliows I 
What fkilful divers are our Phrygian foes ! 

Mark with what eafe they fink into the fand f 905; 
Pity, that all their prance is by land I 
"Then, rufhing forward on his proftrate prize. 

To fpoil the carcafe fierce Patroclus flies : 

Swift as a lion, terrible and bold. 

That fweeps the fields, depopulates the fold ; gto 
Pierc’d 'through the dauntlefs heart, then tumbles flain ; 
And from his fatal courage finds his bane* 

At once bold He<fl:or leaping from his car. 

Defends the body, and provokes the war. 

Thus for fome llaughter’d hind, with equal rage, 915: 
Two lordly rulers of the wood engage ; 

Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades. 

And echoing roars rebellow through the fhades. 

Stem Hedor fallens on the warriour’s head. 

And by the foot Patroclus drags the dead, 920 

While all around, confufion, rage, and fright. 

Mix the contending bolls in mortal fight. 

So, pen! by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 
In the deep bofom of fome gloomy wood 5 
Vox,, XLIX, K 
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leaves^ arms, and trees, aloft in air are blown, 92 f 
The broad oalcs^ crackle, and the fylvans groan 5 
This way and that, tKe rattling thicket bends. 

And the Whole foreft in one cralh defcends. 

Not with kfs noife, with lefs tumultuous rage. 

In dreadful Diock the mingled hofts engage. 950* 
Barts Ihower^d on darts, now round the carcafe ring | 
Now flights of arrows bounding from the firing : 
Stones follow flones 5 fome clatteJ: on the fields; 

Some, hard and heavy, fhake the founding fhields. 

But wherd the riling whirlwind douds the plains, jt 
Sunk in foft dull the mighty chief remains, C 

And, flretch’d in death, forgets the guiding reins ! J 
Now, flaming from the zenith, Sol had driven 
His fervid orb through half the vault of heaven j 
While on each hoft with equal tempeft fell 941^ 

The fhowering darts, and numbers funk to bell* 

But when his evening wheels o'erhung the main. 

Glad conqueft relied on the Grecian traih* 

Then, from amidft the tumult and alarms. 

They draw the conquered corfe, and radiant arms. 94 j 
Then rafh Patroclus with new fury glows. 

And, breathing flaughter, pours amid the foes* 

Thrice on the prefs, like Mars himfelf, he flew. 

And thrice three heroes at each onfet flew. 

There ends thy glory I there the Fates untv^ine 950 
The lafl, black remnant of fo bright a line 5 
Apollo dreadful flops thy middle way ; 

Death calls, and Heaven allows no longer day I 
'For loi the God, in dulky clouds enfhrin'd 
Approaching dealt a ftaggering blow behhid* 955 

The 



ILIAD, Booje ^ 15s 

weighty Ihock his neck and flioulders feel ; 
His^eyes £aih fparkles, his flunnM fenfes reel 
In giddy darknefs : far to diflancc flung. 

His bounding helmet on the champain rung^ 

Achilles’ plume is flain’d with dufl: and gore, 96a 
That plume, which never floop’d to earth before i 
Long us’d, untouch’d, in flghting Helds to fhine. 

And fliade the temples of the man divine. 

Jove dooms it now on He6Ior’s helm to nod ; 

Hot long — for fate puifues him, and the God. 

His fpear in ihivers falls ; his ample flikld 
Drops from his arm ; his baldrick flrows the field : 
The corfefet bis allonifli’d breafi: forfakes : 

Loofe is each joint : each nerve with horrour lhakes. 
Stupid he flares, and all-afilfllefs flands 9^0. 
Such is the foroe of more than mortal hands f 
A Dardan youth there was, well known to fame. 
From Panthus Iprung, Euphorbus was his name ; 
Fam’d for the manage of tiie fomning horle,. 

Skiird in the dart, and matchlefs in the courfe ; 97^ 
Full twenty knights he tumbled from the car. 

While yet he learn ’d his rudiments of war. 

His venturous fpear firfl drew the hero’s gore ; 

He ftrudk, he wounded, but be durfl no more ; 

Nor, though difarm’d, Fatxochis’ fmy flood : 9^0 
But fwift witidmvr ^the long-pmtmdGd wood. 

And turn’d him.lh|»t» and herded in the croud. 

Thus, by an arm divine, syod mortal fpear. 

Wounded at once, Patroclus yields to fear; 

K 2 


Retirts 



P O P E ' S H O M F R. 

Retires for fuccour to liis focial train, ^gj 

And flies the fate, winch Heaven decreed, in vain. 
Stern Hedlor, as the bleeding chief he views, 

Breaks through the ranks, and his retreat purfues : 

The lance arrefts him with a mortal wound ; 

He falls, earth thunders, and his arms refound. 990, 
With him all Gieece was funk ; that moment all 
Her yet-furviving heroes feem'd to fall. 

So, fcoichM with heat, along the defert fhore. 

The roaming lion meets a brifliy boar. 

Fall; by the fpring ; they both difpute the flood, 99 5 
With flaming eyes, and jaws befmear'd with blood 5 
At length the fovereign favage wins the ftrife. 

And the torn boar refigns his thirft and life. 

Patroclus thus, fo many chiefs overthrown, 

.So many lives eflus’d, expires his own. 1000 

As, dying now at Fledor^s feet he lies. 

He flernly views him, and triumphing cries S 
Lie there, Patioclus i and with thee, the joy 
Thy pride once promis’d, of fubverting Troy ; 

The fancy ’d feenes of Ilion wrapt in flames, looj 
And thy foft pleafures ferv’d with captive dames ! 
Unthinking man ! I fought, thofe towers to free, 

And guard that beauteous race from lords like thee : 
But thou a prey to vultures ftialt be made ; 

Thy own Achilles cannot lend thee aid ; lOio 

Thiough much at paiting that great chief might fay. 
And much enjoin thee, this important day. 

Return 
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Return not, my brave friend {peihaps he faid) -j 
Without the bloody arms of Hedor dead,’’ > 
He fpoke, Patroclus march’d, and thus he fped. 1015 i 
Supine and -wildly gazing on the fkies. 

With faint, expiring breath, the chief replies : 

Vain boafter ! ceafe, and know the Powers divine: 
Jove’s and Apollo’s is this deed, not thine; 

To Heaven la ow’d whate’er your own you call, 1020 
And Heaven itfelf difarm’d me ere my fall. 

Had twenty mortals, each thy match in might. 
Oppos’d me fairly, they had funk in fight : 

By Fate and Phcebus was I firll: overthrown, 
Euphorbus next; the third mean part thy own* i02j 
But thou, imperious I hear my latefi: breath ; 

The Gods infpire it, and it founds thy death* 
Infulting man, thou (halt be foon as I ; 

Black fate hangs o’er thee, and thy houi" draws nigh 3 
Ev’n now on life’s lafi verge I fee thee fiand, 10^0 
I fee thee fall, and by Achilles’ hand. 

He faints ; the foul unwilling wings her way 
{The beauteous body kft a load of clay) 

Flits to the lone, uncomfortable coafi ; 

A naked, wandering, melancholy ghofi ! 10 

Then Hedor, paufing, as his eyes he led 
On the pale carcafe, thus addrefi-’d the dead : 

From whence this boding Ipeech, the fiern decre# 
Of dep.th denounc’d, or why denounc’d to me ? 

Why not as well Achilles’ fate be given 1040 

To Hedor’s lance I Who knows the wiE of Heaven ? 
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Penilve he faid ; then prelling, as he lay, 
iiis breathlefs bofom,, tore the lance away ; 
Jlnd .upwards call the corpfe : the reeking fpear 
Jie fliakes, and charges the bold charioteer^ 
But fwift Automedon with loofen^d reins 
Rapt in the chariot o’er the diftant plains. 

Far from his rage th’ immortal courfers drove ^ 
Th’ immortal courfers were the gift of Jove® 
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The feventfi Battle, for the body of Patroclas : tfie 
Ads of Menelaus. 

MENELAUS, upon the death of Patrocks, defends 
his body from the enemy : Enphorbo®, who at*- 
tempts it, is flain. Hedor advancing, Menelaiik 
retires; but foon returns vith Ajax, and drives 
him off* This Glaucus objeds to Hedor as a flight ; 
who thereupon put» on the armour he had won irom 
Patroclus, and renews the battle. The Greeks give 
way, till Ajax rallies them : -^neas fuftains the 
Trojans. JEneas and Hedor attempt the chariot of 
Achilles, which is borne off by Automedon. The 
horfes of Achilles deplore the lofs of Patroclus : 
Jupiter covers his body with a thick darknefs : the 
noble prayer of Ajax on that occafion. Menelaus 
fends Antilochus to Achilles, with the news of 
Patroclus* death, then returns to the fight, where, 
though attacked with the utmoft fury, he and Me- 
riones, aflified by the Ajaxes, bear off the body to 
the fhips. 

The time is the evening of the eight and twentieth 
day# The fcene lies in the fields betore Troy. 
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the cold earth divine Patroclus fpread. 

Lies pierc’d with wounds among the vulgar dead® 
Great Menelaiis, touch’d with generous woe^ 

Springs to the front, and guards him from the foe : 
Thus round her new-fall’n young the heifer moves, j 
Fruit of her throes, and £rll-born of her loves ; 

And anxious (helplefs as he lies, and bare) 

Turns, and re-turns her, with a mother’s care. 
Oppos’d to each that near the carcafe came. 

His broad ihield glimmers, and his lances flame. la 
The fon of Panthus, fkill’d the dart to fend. 

Eyes the dead hero, and infults the friend : 

This hand. At rides, laid Patroclus low ; 

Warriour defift, nor tempt an equal blow : 

To me the fpoils my prowefs won, refign ; , ^ I 

Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 

The Trojan thus : the Spartan monarch burn’d 
With generous anguifh, and in fcorn return’d ; 
Laugh’ft thou not, Jove ! from thy fuperior throne. 
When mortals boaft of prowefs not their own ? ZQ 
Not thus the lion glories in his might. 

Nor panther braves his fpotted foe in fight. 

Not 
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Nor thus the boar (thofe terrours of the plain) 

Man only vaunts his force^ and vaunts in vain. 

But far the vaineft of the boaftful kind 
Thefe fons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. 

Yet 'twas but late* beneath my con<|uering tel 
'This boafter's brother, Hyperenor, fell ; 

Againft our arm, which ralhly he defy’d. 

Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride. ^ 
Thefe eyes beheld him on the dull expire. 

No more to chear his fpoufe, or glad his lire. 
Prefumptuous youth I like his lhall be thy doom. 

Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom ; 

Or, while thou may’ll, avoid the tiireaten’d fate ; 55 
Fools Hay to feel it, and are wife too late* 

Unmov’d Euphorbus thus : That a<^ion known. 
Come, for my brother’s blood repay thy own. 

His weeping father claims thy deftin’d head. 

And fpoufe, a widow in her bridal bed : 40 

On thefe thy conquer’d Ipoils I fha’Il bellow. 

To foothe a confort’s and a parent’s woe ; 

No longer then defer the glorious Hrife, 

Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 

Swift as the word the mifele lance he flings, 4^ 
The well-aim’d weapon on the buckler rings. 

But blunted by the brafs innoxious falls. 

On Jove the father, great Atrides calls. 

Nor fli^ the javelin from his arm in vain, 

It^^iere’d his throat, and bent him to the plain ; 

Wide through the neck appears the griHy wound. 

Prone finks warricmr, and his arms refouixd. 

The 
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The Alining circlets of his golden hair. 

Which ev’n the Graces might be proud to wear, 
Inftarr’d with gems and gold, beftrow Ae Aiore, SS 
With duft diAionour’d, and deform’d with gore. 

As the young olive, in fome fylvan feene. 

Crown’d by freAi fountains with eternal green. 

Lifts the gay head, in fnowy flowerets fair. 

And plays and dances to the gentle air ; €9 

'when lo 1 a whirlwind from liigh heaven invades 
The tender plant, and withers all its fljades ; 

It lies uprooted from its genM bed, 

A lovely ruin, now defac’d and dead. 

Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 

While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 

Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize. 
Affrighted Troy the towering vidfor files : 

Flies, as before fome mountain lion’s ire ^ 

The village curs and trembling fwmns retire, 19 
When o’er the flaughter’d bull they hear him roar. 
And fee liis jaws diftill with fmoking gore ; 

All pale with fear, at diftance fcatter’d round. 

They fliout inceflTant, and the vales refound. 

. IVI^whik Apollo view’d with envious eyes, 

And urg’d gmat Hedlor to difpuie the prize 
fin Men«s’ fMfc, beneath whofe martial care 
The rough CSc(»^ hwtt’d Ac tra<fc of war) ! 
Forbear, he oyr’d, with feuitjels Ipeed to chace 
Achilles’ courfers, of aiAerml race? 05 

They l|oop not, thefe, to mortal man’s command. 

Or ftoop to notre bftt great AchiUcs’ hand. 


Too 
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Too long amus'd with a purfuit fo rain. 

Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbiis flain ! 

.By Sparta flain ! for ever now fupprefi: 

The fire which burn'd m that undaunted breaft ! 

Thus having fpoke, Apollo wing’d his Eighty 
And mix'd with mortals in the toils of fight ; 

His words infix’d unutterable care 
'Deep in great Hedor's foul ; through all the war 90 
He darts his anxious eye ; and inftant view'd 
The breathlefs hero in his blood imbrued 
(Forth welling from the wound, as prone he lay) 

And in the vidor’s hands the ihining prey. 

^eath'd in bright arms, through cleaving ranks he flie^ 
And fends his voice in thunder to the Ikies : 

Fierce as a food of flame by Vulcan fent. 

It flew, and fir'd the nations as it went. 

Atrides from the voice the ftorm divin'd, ' 

'And thus explor'd his own unconquer'd mind : 100 

Then Ihall I quit Patroclus on the plain. 

Slain in my caufe, and for my honour flain ? 

Defert the arms, the relicks of my friend I 
Or, fingly, Hedor and his troops attend ? 

Sure where fuch partial favour Heaven bellow'd, 105 
To brave the hero were to brave the God : 

Forgive me, Greece, if once I quit the field ; 

*Tis not to Hedor, but to Heaven, I yield. 

Yet, nor the God, nor Heaven, fhould give me fea?, 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear : 1 ro 

Still would we turn, Hill battle on the plains,. 

And give Achilles all that yet |emain& 


Of 
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Of his and our Patroclus — ^This, no* more. 

The time allow'd : Troy thicken'd on the Ihore, 

A fable fcene 1 The terrours Hcdor led. * U J’ 

Slow he recedes, and fighing quits the dead. 

So from the fold th' unwilling lion parts, 

Forc'd by loud clamours, and a ftorm of darts ; 

He flies indeed, but threatens as he dies. 

With heart indignant and retorted eyes. 

Now enter'd in the Spartan ranks, he turnM 
His maply breaft, and with new fury burn’d ; 

O’er all the black battalions fent his view. 

And through the doud the god-like Ajax knew ; 
Where labouring on the left the warriour flood, 
iCll grim in arms, and cover'd o'er with blood ; 

There breathing courage, where the God of Day 
Had funk each heart with terrour and difmay. 

To him the king : Oh Ajax, oh my friend ; 

Ifafte, and Patroclus’ lov'd remains defend: 130 

The body to Achilles to reflore. 

Demands our care ; alas, we can no more ! 

For naked now, defpoil'd of arms, he Hes ; 
And’Hedor glories in the dazzling prize. 

I|e faid, and touch'd his heart. The raging pair 135 * 
Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war* 

Already had flern Heflor feiz'd his head. 

And doom’d to Trojap dogs th^ unhappy dead ; 

But foon (as A|a3C rear’d his tower-like Ihield} 

Sprung to his car, and meafur'd back the fleld. 

His train to Troy the radiant armour bear. 

To Hand a trophy of his fame in war. 


Meanwhile 
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Meanwliile great Ajax (his broad fhield difplay'd) 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful (hade ; 

And now before, and now behind, he flood : 14 ^ 

Thus, in the centre of fome gloomy wood. 

With many a flep the lionefs furrounds 
Her tawny young, befet by men and hounds 5 
Elate her heart, and rouzing all her powers. 

Dark o’er the fiery balls each hanging eye-'br ow lowers* 
Fall by his fide the generous Spartan glows 
With great revenge, and feeds his inward woes* 

But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids. 

On Hedlor frowning, thus his flight upbraids : 

Where now in He£lor lhall we Hed:or find ? 

A manly form, without a manly mind ! 

Is this, O chief I a hero’s boafted fame? 

How vain, without the merit, is the name ! 

Since battle is renounc’d, thy thoughts employ 
What other methods may preferve thy Troy : 

^Tis time to try if IHon’s ftate can fiand 
By thee alone, nor alk a foreign hand ; 

Mean, empty boafi: I but fiiall the Lycians flake 
Their lives for you ? thofe Lycians you forfake ? 
What from thy thanklefs arms can we exped? x6^ 
Thy friend Sarpetion proves thy bale negled : 

Say, lhall our llaughter’d bodies guard your walls. 
While unreveng’d the great Sarpedon falls ? 

Ev’n where he dy’d for Troy, you left him there, 

A feaftibr dogs, and all the fowls of air. 

On my command if any Lycian wait, 

Hence let him march, and give up Tioy to fate. 

Did 
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Did fuch a fpirit as tlie Gods iifipart 
Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan b«t 
{Such, as Ihonld burn in every foul* that draw^ 175 
The fword for glory* and his country's caufe j) 

Ev'n yet our mutual arms we might employ* 

And dmg yon carcafe to the walls of Troy. 

Oh I were Patroclus ours* we might obtain 
Sarpedon's arms and honour'd corfe again i i 
Greece with Achilles friend Ihould be repaid* 

And thus due honours purchas'd to his lhade. 

But words are vain^Let Ajax once appear. 

And Hedor trembles and recedes with fear ; 

Thou dar'ft not meet the terrours of his eye ; 1% ' 

And lo ! already thou prepar'd: to fly. 

The Trojan chief with fix'd refentment ey^d 
The Lycian leader, and fedate replied : 

Say, is it juft (my friend) that Heftor^s ear 
From fuch a warriour fuch a fpeech ihould hear ? 19a 
I deem’d thee once the wifeft of thy kind. 

But ill this infult fuits a prudent mind. 

I fhun great Ajax ? I defert my train ? 

"^Tis mine to prove the ralh afifertion vain ; 

I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 

And hear the thunefer of the founding tods* 

But Jove's high will Is ever uncontioFd, 

The tohg h«.‘irit!»it, mii «nft>itods the bold ; 

Now crowns with faitiO tte mighty man, and now 
Strikes the frelh garland from the vidor's brow I 100 
Come, through yon fquadron let us hew the way* 

And thou be witnefs, if I fear to-day: 

I 


If 
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If yet a Greek the fight of Hedor dread. 

Or yet their hero can defend the dead. 

, Then, turning to the martial hofis, he cries, 205 
Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies ! 

Be men (my friends) in adion as in name. 

And yet be mindful of your ancient fame. 

Hedor in proud Achilles’ arms lhall Ihine, 

Tom from his friend, by right of conquefi; mine, a 10 
He firode along the field, as thus he faid 
{The fable plumage nodded o’er his head) : 

Swift through the fpacious plain he fent a look ; 

One inftant faw, one inftant overtook 
The diftant band, that on the fandy ihore 
The radiant fpoils to facred Ilion bore. 

There his own mail unbrac’d the field beftrow’d 5 
His tiain to Troy convey’d the mafiy load. 

Now blazing in th’ immortal arms he Hands, 

Tie work and prefent of celcftial hands ; 

By aged Peleus to Achilles given. 

As firfl: to Peleus by the court of Heaven : 

His father’s arms not long Achilles wears. 

Forbid by fate to reach his father's years. 

' Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 22^ 
The God, whofe thunder rends the troubled air. 
Beheld with pity, as apart he fate. 

And confcious look’d through all the fccne of fate. 

He fhook the facred honours of his head ; 

CSympus trembled, and the Godhead faid : 1 50 

Ah wretched man ! unmindful of thy end ! 

A moment’s glory ! and what fates attend ? 

It 
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In heavenly pandply divinely bright . 

Thou Hand’ftj and armies tremble at thy fight, 

As at Achilles’ felf I beneath thy dart 
Lies fiain the great Achilles’ dearer part : 

Thou fiom the mighty dead thofe arms haft torni 
Which once the greateft of mankind had worn* 

Yet live I I give thee one illuftrious day, 

A blaze of glory ere thou fad’ft away : 

For ah 1 no more Andromache fhall come,' 

With joyful tears to welcome He6lor home 5 
Ko more officious, with endearing charms. 

From thy tir’d limbs unbrace Felides’ arras ! 

Then with his fable brow he 'gave the nod, 

That feals his word ; the fandfion of the God* 

The ftubborn arms (by Jove’s command difpob’d) 
Conform’d fpotitaneous, and around him clos’d ; 
Filfd with the God, enlarged*' his members grew. 
Through all his veins a fudden vigour flew, 25a 
llie blood in brifker tides began to roll. 

And Mars himfelf came rufhing on his fouL 
Exhorting loud, through all the field he ftrodc. 

And look’d, apd mov’d, Achilles, or a God. 

Now Meftldes, Glaucus, Medon, he infpires ; . zf f 
Now Phorcys, Qhmmlm, and Hippothousi -fire|^ 
The great TJWdoomlifce fury fbund|,% 
AfteropaAiMft&4.‘-s^> tie' f«id/’s 
And Ennomus,'fa«t^iy*.«own’d. 

Hear, all ye hofts/ »d hear, utmumber’d bands 
Of neighbouring nations, or of difiant lands i 
’Twas not for date we fummon’^ you fo far,, 
Ta'boaft our numbers, and the pomp of war; 

VoL* XLIX, L 
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Ye came to fight ; a valiant foe to chace. 

To fave our prefent, and our future race. 

Tor this, our wealth, our products, joii enjoy. 

And glean the relicks of exhaufted Troy* ' 

Now then to conquer or to die prepare. 

To die or conquer are the terms of war. 

Whatever haod fhall win Patroclus flain, 2^0 

Whoe’er fhall drag him to the Trojan train. 

With He 6 :or’s felf fh^l equal honours claim ; 

With He 6 pr part the fpoil, and fhare the fame# 

Fir’d by his words, the troops difmifs their fears*^ 
Theyjoin; they thicken, they protend their fpears; 275 
FuH on the Gre^s they drive in firm array. 

And each from Ajax hopes Ae glorious prey ; 

Vain hope I what number fhall the field o’erfpread. 
What vi 6 :ims perifh round the mighty dead ? 

Great Ajax mark’d the growing torm from far, 

And thus befpoke his brother of the war ; 

Our fatal day, aks I is come (my , 

And all our wars and glories at an emd { 

^I’ls not this coiCe akie we guard in vain> 
Condemn’d to vukui^ oe the Trojan plain ; 36 S| 

We too yield : tfe fame fad fate mufi: fall 
On thee, on mci perhaps (my friend) on all. 

See what a tempefi direful He 6 or fpreads, 

Atid lo i it burfls, it thunders on our heads ! 

C$11 on our Greeks, if any hear the call, 

The bj^^'^Qred^ : thk hour demaiA them 41 . 

The warii#ii.i»’d his f oke^ md wtifc attend , 
The field t|ie:^r4iWL fmwad s 
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Oh chiefs I oh princes ! to whofe hahd is given 
Tihe rule of mm ; whofe glory is from Heaven ! 
Whom with due honours both Atrides gtace t 
Ye guides and guardians of our Argive race I 
All, whom this well-known voice lhall reabh fo far, 
All, whom I foe not through this cloud of war ; 

Come all ! let gehemus rage your arms employ, ^ 6 ^ 
And fare Patroclus from the dogs of Troy. 

Oilean Ajax firft the voice obey'd. 

Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid ; 

Next him Idomenfeus, more dow with age. 

And Merioti, burning with a hero’s rag-e. 30^; 

The long fucceeding numbers who can name ? 

But all were Greeks, and eager all for fame. 

Fierce to the charge great H^hor led the throng ; 
Whole Troy, embodied, rulh'd with foouts along. 
This, when a mountain-^bilbw foams and ram, 
Where fome fwoln river difembogues his waves. 

Full m the mouth is hopp'd the ruihing tide. 

The boiling ocean V’t)rks from fide to' fide. 

The river trembles t» his utmoft fliore. 

And difiant rcfcks rebellow to the roar. 3 1 f 

Nor lefs refolv'd, the firm Achaiam band 
With brassen IMelds in horrid dircle » * • 

Jove, pouring o'er tM'Mnglei 

Conceals id night : 

Tb Mm, thfc eiief ®!ir‘'w!mte’‘^9dlidil:s contend, 320 
Had liv'd not hateful, fear ie liv'd a friend 
Dead he protefis him with fupeS@r ette. 

Nor dooms Ms carcafo to the bird^if ak, 

hz The 
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Meanwliile great Ajax (his broad Ihield difplay*(l| 
Guards the dead hero with the dreadful {hade ; 

And now before, and now behind, he flood : 14^^ 

Thus, in the centre of fome gloomy wood. 

With many a ilep the lionefs furrounds 
Her tawny young, befet by men and hounds ; 

Elate her heart, and rouzing all her powcis. 

Dark o'er the fiery balls each hanging eye-brow lowers* 
Fait by his fide the generous Spartan glows 
With great revenge, and feeds his inward woes. 

But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids. 

On Heiffor frowning, thus his flight upbraids : 

Where now in He^or fhall we Hedlor find ? i 
A manly form, without a manly mind 1 
Is this, O chief I a hero's boafled fame? 

How vain, without the merit, is the name I 
Since battle is renounc'd, thy thoughts employ 
What other methods may preferve thy Troy ; 

^Tis time to try if Ilion's fiate can fiand 
By thee alone, nor aik a foreign hand ; 

Mean, empty boafl I but fhali the Lycians take 
Their lives for you ? tbofe Lycians yon forfakc ? 
What from thy thanklefs arms can we eKpe<fl? 165^* 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy balfe ncgleft t 
Say, {hail our flaughter'd bodies guard your wails. 
While unreveng'd the great Sarpedon falls ? 

Ev'n where he dy’d for Troy, you left him there* 

A fisafi fiar dogs, and all the fowls of air. IJB: 
On my command if any Lycian wait. 

Hence let him march, and gxve up Troy to fate# 

Did 
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DM fucH a fpirit as the Gods itivpw^ 

Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan hrat 
(Such, as Ihould burn in every foul, that draws 
The fword for glory, and his country's caufe 
Ev'n yet our mutual arms we might employ, 

•And dr% yon carcafe to the walls of Troy. 

Oh I were Patroclus ours, we might obtain 
Sarpedon’s arms and honour'd corfe again ! iSd’ 

Greece with Achilles friend ihould be repaid. 

And thus due honours purchas'd to his lhade. 

But words are vaiU’—Let Ajax once appear, 

And Hedor trembles and recedes with fear ; 

Thou dar'ft not meet the terrours of his eye ; i % 
And lo ! already thou prepar'd to fly. 

The Trojan chief with fix'd refentment ey*d 
The Lycian leader, and fedate replied : 

Say, is it juft (tny friend) that Hedor's ear 
From fuch a warriour fuch a fpeech Ihould hear ? 19a 
I deem'd thee once the wifeft of thy kind. 

But ill this infult fuits a prudent mind. 

I Ihun great Ajax ? I defert my train ? 

'Tis mine to prove the rafti aftertion vain ; 

I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 

And hear the thunder of the founding deeds* 

But Jove's high will is ever uncontrol'd. 

The ftfong he withers, and confounds the bold ; 

Now crowns with fame the mighty man, and now 
Strikes the frelh garland from the vidor's brow ! 200 
Come, through yon fquadron let us hew the way. 

And thou be witnefs, if I fear to-day : 

I 


If 
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If yet a Greek tke fight of Hedor dread. 

Or yet tlieir hero can defend the dead* 

Then, turning to the martial hofts, he cries, 205 
Yc Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies! 

Be men (nny friends) in adion as in name. 

And yet be mindful of your ancient fame, 

He6lor in proud Achilles’ arms lhall fiiine, 

Tom from his friend, by right of conqueft mine, 21a 
He firode along the field, as thus he faid 
(The fable plumage nodded o*er his head) : 

Swift through the fpacious plain he fent a look | 

One inftant faw, one inftant overtook 
The diftant band, that on the fandy Ihore 
The radiant fpoils to facred Ilion bore. 

There Ms own mail unbrac’d the field befirow’d 5 
His train to Troy convey’d the mafiy load 
Now blazing in th’ immortal arms he Hands, 

The work and prefent of celcftial hands ; 220" 

By aged Peleus to Achilles given. 

As firft to Peleus by the court of Heaven : 

His father’s arms not long Achilles wears. 

Forbid by fate to reach his father’s years. 

'Him, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 225 
Tlie God, whofe thunder rends the troubled air, 
Beheld with pitv, as apart he fate. 

And confeious look’d through all the fecne of fate. 

He fhook the facred honours of his head ; 

<^mpus trembled, and the Godhead faid : 

Ah wretched man ! unmindful of thy end I 
A moment’s glort’' ! and what fates attend ? 
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ThdU ftand’fl:> and armies tremble at thy fight. 

As at Aehilles* felf ! beneath thy dart 
Lies flain the great Achilles’ dealer part : 

Thou from the mighty dead thofe arms haft torn; 
Wliich once the greateffc of mankind had worn* 

Yet live 1 I give thee one illuftrious day, 

A blaze of glory ere thou fad’ft away : 

For ah 1 no more Andromache fhall come. 

With joyful tears to welcome He^l:or home ; 

No more ofEcioua,' with endearing charms, 
l^rom thy tir’d limbs unbrace Felides’ arms I 

Then with Ms fable brow he gave the nod, 24,^' 
That feals his word ; the fan(flion of the God» 

The ftubborn arms (by Jove’s command difpos’d) 
Conform’d fpontaneous, and around him clos’d ; 
Filfd with the God, enlargM'his members grew*;, 
Through all his veins a fudden vigour flew, 2 5a 
The blood in brifker tides began to roll. 

And Mars himfelf came rufhing on his foul. 
Exhorting loud, through all the field he ftrodp. 

And look’d, apd mov’d, Achilles, or a God. 


Now Meflhles, Glaucus, M^on, he infpires ; : 

Now Fhorcys, Chromius, and Hippotholis, fir© ; ' 
The great Thdilocu® like fury foandj, 

Afteropaeifc 'kindW-wt Jtend, ^ 

And Ennomusj fa leftown’d. 

Hear, all ye hAy and hear, unnumber’d bands ado 



Of mdghboaring nations, or of diflant lands I 
’Twas not for Hate we fuinmon’d fa far,' 
To'boaft our numbers, and the pomp of war; 

You XLIX. L to 
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Ye came to fight ; a valiant foe to chace. 

To fave oar prefent, and our future race. 

^or this, our wealth, our produfts, you enjoy. 

And glean the reiicks of exhaufted Troy.* 

Now then to conquer or to die prepare. 

To die or conquer are the terni$ of war» 

Whatever hand fhall win Patroclus flain. 

Whoe’er fhall drag him to the Trojan train. 

With Hedor’s felf equal honours claim ; 

With Hedor part the fpoil, and fhare the fame* 

Fir’d by his words, the troops difmifs their fears^ 
They join, they thicken, they protend their fpeats; 275 
FuH on the Gredcs they drive in firm array. 

And each from Ajax hopes the glorious prey : 

Vain^ hope I what number fhall the field o’erfpread. 
What vidims perilh round the mighty dead ? 

Great Ajax mark’d the growing ftorm from far. 

And thus befpoke his brother of the war : 

Our fatal day, aks I is come |my ftlead) 

And all out wars ajid glories at an oad I 
^lls not this corfe akne we guard in vain. 
Condemn’d to viikures on the Trojan flain j 
too muk yield : the fame fad fate muft fall 
On thee, on me, perhaps (my friend) on all* 

See what a temped direful Hedor fpxeads. 

And lo ! it burds, it thunders on our heads I 
Ciall on our Greeks, if any hear the Call, 

The braved' Giedb : thk hour demands them all. 

The wartiowr r«s’d Ws voice, mi wide af<^n4 
The field ^ daine&M {wmi s , 

Oh 
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Oh chiefs I di princes ! to whofe haid b given 
The rule of men ; whofe glory is from Heaven ! 29^ 
Whom with due honours both Atrides grace : 

Ye guides and guardians of our Argive race I 
All, whom this well-known voice lhali reach fo far. 
All, whom I fee not through this cloud of war 5 
Come all ! let geherous rage your arms employ, 36*2^ 
And lave Patroclus from the dogs of Troy. 

Oilean Ajax firft the voice obey'd. 

Swift was his pace, and ready was his aid ; 

Next him Idomeneus, more How with age. 

And Merion, burning with a heroes rage. 

The long fucccwding numbers who can name ? 

But ail were Greeks, and eager all for fame. 

Fierce to the charge great Hedror led the throng ; 
Whole Troy, embodied, rufh'd with Ihouts along. 
Thus, when a mountdn-biliow foams and raves, 51 a 
Where fome fwoln river difembogues his waves. 

Full in the mouth is flopp'd the rufliing tide. 

The boiling ocean woiks from fide to fide. 

The river trembles to his utmoft fliore. 

And diflant rocks rebellow to the roar. 

Nor lefs refolv'd, the firm Achaian band 
With brazen Ihields in horrid etmle Hand 5 - 

Jove, pouring d^knefe oksr the m«gM 
Conceals tbe>wiWtet«‘ Wins in night : 

To him, tte ftnr whom hcils contend, 52a 
Had liv'd not hateful, for lie liv'd a fritmd 
Dead he protefis him with fupeii^t care. 

Nor dooms Ms carcafe to the birds' teTaiu 

L ust 
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The iirft attack the Grecians fcaice fuflain ; 
Repuls’d, they yield, the Trojans ferae the llain : 32^ 
Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 
By the fwift rage of Ajax Telamon 
(Ajax, to Peleus' fon the fecond name. 

In graceful flature next, and next in fame;) 

With headlong force the foremofi: ranks he tore : 530 

So through the thiqket burfis the mountain-boar* 

And rudely fcatters, far to diftance round. 

The frighted hunter and the baying hound. 

The fon of Lethus, brave Pelafgus’ heir, 

Plippothoiis, dragged thecarcafe through the war; 33I 
The finewy ancles bor’d, the feet he bound 
With thongs, inferted through the double wound : 
Inevitable fate overtakes the deed ; 

Doom’d by great Ajax’ vengeful lance to bleed : 

II cleft the helmet’s brazen cheeks in twain ; 340 

The fhatter’d crefi: and horfe-hair ftrow the plain : 
With nerves relax’d he tumbles to the ground : 

The brain comes gulhing through the ghallly wound : 
He drops Patroclus’ foot, and o’er him Ipread 
Now lies, a fad compnion of the dead ; 34j^ 

Far from Larifia lies, his native air. 

And ill requites his parent’s tender care. 

Lamented youth ! in life’s firfi: bloom he fell. 

Sent by great Ajax to the fhades of hell. 

Cbce more at Ajax, Hedor’s javelin flies : . 35a 

The Grecian marking,, aslt cut the ikies^ 

Shunn’d the defcending death ; which biffing on, 
,^tietch’d in the..diA the great Iphytns’ fcn. 


Schedius 
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Schedliis tlie brave, of all the Fhockn kind 
The boldeft warriour, and the noblefl mind : 355 

In little Panope, for Hrength renown'd> 

He held his feat, and rul’d the realms around* 

Plung’d in his throat, the weapon drank his blood, 
•And deep tranfpierdng through the fhoulder Hood ; 

In clanging arms the hero fell, and all 3601 

The helds refounded with has weighty fall. 

Phorcys, as flam Hippothoiis he defends. 

The Tekmonian lance his bdly rends ; 

The hollow armour burft before the ftroke. 

And through the wound the rufhing entrails broke : 363;’ 
In ftrong convidfions panting on the fands 
He lies, and grafps the dull with dying hands. 

Struck at the fight, recede the Trojan train: 

The Ihouting Argiyes flrip the heroes flain. 

And now had Tioy, by Greece compelFd to yield, 57a* 
Fled to her ramparts, and reflgn’d the field ; 

Greece, in her native fortitude ekte. 

With Jove averfe, had turn’d the fcale of fate : 

Eut Phoebus urg’d ADneas to the fight ; 

He feem’d like aged Periphas to fight 
(A herald in Anchifes’ love grown old, » 

Rever’d for prudence ; and with’prudence, bold). 

Thus he — ^What‘ methods yet, oh chief I remain. 

To fave your Troy, though Heaven its fall ordain ? 
Them have been heroes, who,* by virtuous care, - 380 
By valour, numbers, and by arts of war. 

Have forc’d the Powers to fpare a flnking Hate, 

And gain’d at length the glo’rious odds of fate. 

R 3 But 
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But you, when Fortune fmiles, when Jove declares 
His partial favour, and aflifls your wars. 

Your lhameful efforts 'gainft yourfelves employ. 

And force th’ unwilling God to ruin Troy, 
jEneas, through the form afFum’d, defcries 
The Power conceaPd, and thus to He6:or cries : 

Oh laffing lhame 1 to our own fears a prey. 

We feek our ramparts, and defert the day I 
A God (nor is he lefs) my bofom warm^, 

And tells me, Jove aiferts the Trojan arms* 

He fpoke, and foremaff to the combat flew : 

The bold example all his hoff: purfue. 

Then firil, Leocntus beneath him bled. 

In vain belov'd by valiant Lycomede ; 

Who view’d his fall, and, grieving at the chance. 
Swift to revenge it, fent his angry lance : 

The whirling lance, with vigorous force addreff, 400 
Hefcends, and pants in Apifaon’s breaff ; 

From rich Paeonia’s vales the warriour came. 

Next thee, Afferopeus ! in place and fame, 

Afferopeiis with grief beheld the flain. 

And rufh’d to combat, but he rufh’d in vain : 4^)5 

Indiffblubly firm, around the dead, 

Bank within rank, or buckler buckler fpread. 

And hemm’d with briffled fpears, the Grecian flood ; 
A brazen bulwark, and an iron wood. 

Great Ajax eyes them with incelfant care, 410 
And in an orb contra<Els the crouded war, 

Clofe in their ranks commands to fight or fall. 

And flands the and the foul of alha 

Tixt 
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Fixt ontliefpQtthej war, and, wcMinded, wound; 

A fanguine torrent fteeps the reeking ground ; 415“ 

On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the Trojans Wed, 
And, thickening round them, rife the hills of dead. 

Greece, in clofc order, and collefed might, 

•Yet fuffers leaft, and fways the wavering fight ; 

Fierce as confiiding fires the combat bums, 420 
And now it rifes, now it finks, by turns. 

In one thick darknefs all the fight was lofi: ; 

'The fun, the moon, and all th^ astheriai hofi, 

Seem’d as extin^ : day ravifh^d from their eyes. 

And all heaven’s fplendiours blotted from the Ikies. 42 J 
Such o’er Patroelus* body hung the night. 

The reft in funlhine fought, and open light : 
Unclouded there, tli’ aeiial azure fpread, 

Ko vapour refted on the mountain’s head ; 

The golden fun pour’d forth a ftronger ray, 450 
And all the broad expanfion fiam’d with day. 
Difpers’d around the plain, by fits, they fight. 

And here, and there, their fcatter’d arrows light : 

But death and darknefs o’er the carcafe fpread. 

There burn’d the war, and there the mighty bled, 45y 
t Meanwhile the fons of Neftor in the rear 
|Their fellows routed) tofa the diftant Ipear, 

And Ikirmifii wide : fo Neftor gave command, 

WheA from the he fent the Fylian band. 

The youthful brothers thus for fame contend, 440 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles’ friend ; 

In thought they liew'd him ftill, with martial joy. 
Glorious in arms, and dealing deaths to Troy. * ^ 
L 4 
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But round the corpfe the heroes pant for Breath, "" 
And thick and heavy grows the work of death : 44^ 
O'eriabour’d now, with duft, and fweat, and gore, 
Their> knees, their legs, their feet, are cover'd o'er;. 
Drops follow drops, the clouds on clouds arife. 

And carnage clogs their hands, and darkiiefs fills their 
. . ey^s. 

As when a llaughter’d bull's yet-reeking hide, 450 
Strain'd with full force, and togg'd from fide to fide. 
The brawny curriers ftretch ; and labour o'er* 

Th' extended furfiace, drunk with fat and gore : 

So, tugging round the corpfe both armies flood ; 

The mangled body bath'd in fweat and blood : 4^^ 

While Greeks and Hions equal flrength employ. 

Now to the Blips to force k, now to Troy* 

Hot Pallas’ felf, her break when fury vrarms. 

Nor he whofe anger fets the world in arms, ^ 

Could blame this fcene; fuch rage, fuch horrour reign'd ; 
Such, Jove to honour the great dead ordain’d, 
Achilles in his fhips at diftance lay, 

Kor knew the fatal fortune of the day ; 

He, yet unconfcious of Patrocius' fall. 

In duk extended under Ilion's uall, 465 

Plxpeds him glorioUs from the conquer'd plain. 

And for his wifh'd return prepares in vain ; 

Though Vy ell he knew, to make proud Ilion bead. 
Was more than Hea\ cn had deftm'd to his friend ; 
Perhaps to him : this Thetis had reveal'd ; 470 

The refl, in pity to her fon, conceal'd. 

Still rag'd the conkiiSf round the hero dead, „ ^ ^ 

Afid heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bkd ; 

Curs '4 
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Ciirs’d be the man (ev’n private Greeks wouU fay) 
Who dares defert this weli-difputed day I 
Firll may the clea\dng earth before our eyes 
Gape wide, and drink our blood for facrificel 
Firli penfli all, ere haughty Troy lhall boaii: 

We lo^ft Patroclus, and our glory loft ! 

Thus they. While with one voice the Trojans fai(^ 
Grant this day, Jove I or heap us on the dead ! 

Then clafh their founding arms ; the clangors riie^ 
And fhake the brazen 'concave of the ikies. 
Meantime, at diftance from the fcene of blood. 
The penfive fteeds of great Achilles ftood ; 485 

Their god-like mafter ftain before their eyes> 

They wept, and ihar’d in human miferies. 

In vain Automedon now ihakes the rein. 

Now plies the laih, and foothes and threats in vain ! 
I^or to the fight nor Heilefpont they go, 490 

Reftive they ftood, and obftinate in woe : 

Still as a tomb-ftone, net er to be mov’d. 

On fome good man or woman unreprov’d 
La}'s its eternal weight ; or fix’d as Hands 
A marble courfer by the fculptoi’s hands, 495 

Plac’d on the hero’s grave. Along their face 
The big round drops cours'd down with filent pace, 
Congiobing on die duft. Their manes, that late 
Circled their arched necks, and wav’d in ftate. 
Trail’d oil the duft beneath the yoke wereTpread, 

And prone to earth was hung their languid head : 

Nor Jove difdain’d to caft a pitying look, 

"Wliile thus relenting to the fteeds he fpoke : 

Uhfaapi^ 
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Unliappy conrfers of immortal train ! 

Exempt from age, and deathiefs, now in vain ; j-oj 
Bid we your race on mortal man beftow. 

Only, aks! to &are in moital woe ? 

For ah ! what is there, of inferior birth, 

That breathes or creeps upon the duii of earth ; 

What wretched creature, of what wretched kind, 510 
Than man more weak, calamitous, and blind ? 

;A miferabk race! But ceafe to mo urn ; 

For not by you fhall Priam^’s fon be borne 
High on the fplendid car : one glorious prize 
He railily boafts ; the reft our will denies. 

Ourfelf will fwiftnefs to your nerves impart, 

Ourfeif with riling fpirits fwell your heart, 
Automedon your rapid flight ftiall bear 
Safe to the navy through the ftorm of war : 

For yet 'tls given to Troy, to lavage o’er 52a 
The field, and fpread her flaughters to the fhore 5 
The fun fliall fee her conquei , till his fal 
With facred clarknefs fhades the face of alL 
He faid , and, breathing in th' immortal liorfe 
Excefiive fpirit, urg’d them to the courfe ; 525 

From their high manes they ftiake die duft, and bear 
The kindling chariot through the parted war ; 

So flies a vulture through the clamorous train 
Of geefe, that feream, and fcatter round the plain, 
Sram danger now with fwifteft fpeed they lew, 530 
And now to conqueft with like fpeed purfue 5 
Sole in the fet tiie charioteer remains. 

Now pli® mm tKrefts ihe wins t 

im 
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Him brave Alcimedon bpbeld diftrei. 

Approach'd the chariot, and the chief addreft : 555 

What God provokes thee, raflily thus to dare^ 
Alone, unaided, in the thickeft war ? 

Alas ! thy friend is flain, and Hedtox wields 
' Achilles' arms triumphant in the fields. 

In happy time {the charioteer replies) 540 

The bold Alcimedon now greets my eyes ; 

No Greek like him the heavenly fieeds retrains. 

Or holds their fury in fufpended reins : 

Patroclus, while he liv'd, their rage could tame. 

But now Patroclus is an empty name I - 5455 

To thee I ykld the feat, to thee refign 
The ruling charge : the talk of fight be mine. 

He faid. Alcimedon, with a^Mve heat. 

Snatches the reins, and vaults into the jfeat. 

His friend defcends. The chief of Troy defcry’d, 550 
And call'd iEheas, fighting near his fide : 

Lo, to my fight, beyond our hope, relior'd 
Achilles' car, deferred of its lord ! 

The glorious fieeds our ready arms invite. 

Scarce their weak drivers guide them through the fight? 
Can fuch opponents Hand, when we afihil ? 

Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevaiL 
The fon of Venus to the counfel yield? ; 

Then o*er their backs they fpread their foHd fhields ; 
With brafs refulgent the broad furfaoe fhki'd, 560' 
And thick buH»hides the fpacious concave lin'd. 

Then Chromius foliov^s, Aretus fucceeds j 
Each hopes the conqueH of the lofty fieeds;^ 
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In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye bum, * 
in vain advance, not fated to return, 

Unmov’d, Automedon attends the %ht. 

Implores th^ Eternal, and colIe(?^s his might. 

Then turning to his friend, with dauntlefs mind; 

Oh keep the foaming courfers clofe behind ! 

Full on my Ihoulders let their noiiriis blow, 570 
For hard the fight, determin’d is the foe ; 

^Tis Hedor comes ; and when he feeks the prize. 
War knows no mean; he wins it, or lie dies. 

Then through the field he fends his voice aloud. 
And calls th’ Ajaces from the warring croud, 57^ 
With great Atrides, Hither turn (he faid) 

Turn, where diftrefs demands immediate aid ; 

The dead, encircled by his friends, forego. 

And fave the living from a fiercer foe. 

Unhelp’d we ftand, unequal to engage 580 

The force of Hedor, and ^Eneas’ rage : 

Yet, mighty as they are, my force to prove* 

Is only mine : th’ event belongs to Jove. 

He fpoke, and High the founding javelin flung, 
^liich pafs’d the Ihield of Aretus the young ; 585 

It pierc’d his belt, embofs’d with curious art. 

Then in the lower belly ftuck the dart. 

As when a ponderous axe, defcending full. 

Cleaves the broad forehead of fame brawny bull 5 
Struck ’twixt the horns, he fprings with many a bound* 
Then tumbling rolls enormous on the ground : 

Thus fell the youth, the air his foul receiv’d. 

And the fp^ar trembled m Ms entrails heay'd*^ 
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Now at Automedon the Trojan foe 
Difdiarg’d his lance ; the meditated blow, 595 

Stooping, he Ihunn’d ; the javelin idly fled. 

And hifs'd innoxious o’er the heio’s head : 
Deep-roote^d in the ground, the forceful fpear 
Tn long vibration fpent its fury there. 

With clafliing falchions now the chiefs had clos'd, 600 
But each brave Ajax heard, and interpos’d ; 

Nor longer He<^or with his Trojans flood. 

But left their flain companion in his blood : 

His arms Automedon divefts, and cries. 

Accept, Patroclus, this mean facrifice ! 60^ 

Thus have I footh'd my griefs, and thus have paid, 
Poor as it is, feme offering to thy fliade 1 
So looks the lion o’er a mangled boar. 

All grim with rage, and horrible with gore. 

High on the chariot at one bound he fprung, 

And o’er his feat the bloody trophies hung. 

And now Minerva, from the realms of air, 
Defeends impetuous, and renews the war; 

For, pleas’d at length the Grecian arms to aid. 

The Lord of Thunders fent the blue-ey’d Maid, 6r jj, 
As when high Jove, denouncing future woe. 

O’er the dark clouds extends his purple bovv 
(In fign of tempefls from the troubled air, , 

Or from tlie rage of man, deflrujflive war) , 

The drooping cattle dread th’ impending fkics, 620 . 
And from his half-tili’d held the labourer Pies ; 

In fuch a form the Goddefs round her drew 
A livid cloud, and toihe battle flew. , 

Aflumin^ 
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Affaming Phoenix* fhape, on earth fhe falls. 

And in his well-known voice to Sparta calls ; 6 z 5 

And lies Achilles* friend, beloved by dl, 

A prey to dogs beheath the Trojan wall B 
What fliame to Greece, for future times to tell. 

To thee the greateft, in whofe caufe he fell ! 

- O chief, oh father! (Atreus* fon replies) 630 
O full of days ! by long experience wife I 
What more dedres ray foul, than here, unmov’d. 

To guard the body of the man I lov’d ? 

Ah would Minerva fend me llrength to rear 

This weary’d arm, and ward the Horm of war ! 63 f 

But Hciflor, like the rage of fire, we dread. 

And Jove’s own glories blaze around his head. 

Pleas’d to be firft of all the Powers addreil. 

She breathes new vigour in her hero’s breaft. 

And fills with keen revenge, with fell defpight^ 640 
Defire of blood, and rage, and lull of fight. 

So burns the vengeful hornet (foul all o’er !) 

Kepuls’d in vain, and thirily fill! of gore 
(Bold fon of air and heat I) on angry wings 
Ilntam’d, untir’d, he tarns, attacks, and flings. 645 
Fir’d with like ardour fierce Atrides fiew, 

And fcnt his foul with every lance he threw* 

There flood a Trojan, not unknown to fame, 
Eetion’s fon, and Podes was his name. 

With riches honour’d, and with courage bled, 650 
By HtdLht lov’d, his comrade, and his guefi: ; 
Through his broad btdt the fpmr a pafiage found. 

And ponderous as he hk rdbund. 


Sudden 
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Sud^ien at He6:or’s fide Apollo ftood. 

Like Plia^nops, Afius’ fon, appear’d the God 655 
(Afius the greats who held hife wealthy reignt 
In fair Abydos, by the rolling mam) ; 

Oh prince (he cried) oh foremofl once in fame I 
•What Grecian now Ihall tremble at thy name } 

Boil thou at length to Menelads yield, 

A chief once thought no terrour of the field ; 

Yet finely, now, the long-difputed prize 
He bears vi6:orious, while our army flies I 
By the fame arm illufiridus Fodes bled ; 

The friend of Hedor> unrev'eng’d, is dead! | 56 j^ 
This heard, o’er tiedor fpreads a cloud of woe. 

Rage lifts his lance, and drives him on the foe. 

But now th’ Eternal Ihook his fable fliield. 

That fhaded Ide, and all the fubjed field. 

Beneath its ample verge. A roiling cloud 670 
Involv’d the mount ; the thunder roar’d aloud ; 

Th’ aifrighted hills from their foundations nod. 

And blaze beneath the lightnings of the God : 

At one regard of his all- feeing eye. 

The vanquilh’d triumph, and the vidors fly. 

Th^n trembled Greece. The flight Peneleus led s 
For, as the brave Boeotian turn’d his head 
To face the foe, Polydamas drew iiear,^ 

Amd raz’d his feeder with a fhortem’d fpear 2 
By Hete wounded, L«itus quits the ^ain, 68q j 
Pierc’dthroughthe wrift; ard^raging with the pain, V 
Grafps his once formidable lance in vain, j 

As Hedor follow’d, Idomen addrefi: 

The flaming javelin to his manly bread: 5 

The 
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The brittle point before his corfelet yields ; 6S5 

Bx tilting Troy with clamour fills the fields : 

High on his chariot as the Cretan fioodj 
The fon of Priam whirl'd the mifiive wood ; 

But, erring from its aim, th' impetuous fpear 
Struck to the duR the fquire and chaiioteer 690 
Qf martial Merion : Cceranus his name. 

Who left fair Lydus for the fields of fame. 

On foot bold Merion fought ; and now, laid low. 
Had grac'd'the triumphs of his Trojan foe 5 
But the brave Tquire the ready courfers brought, 69 g. 
j^nd with his life Iris mailer's fafety bought. 

Between his cheek and ear the weapon tvent. 

The teeth it ihafcter'd, and the tongue it rent.. 

Prone from the feat he tumbles to the plain ; 

His dying hand forgets the falling rein : 700 

This Merion 1 caches, bending from the car. 

And urges to defert the hopelefs war ; 

Idomeneu^ confents ; the laih applies ; 

And the fwift chariot to the navy flies* 

Nor Ajax lefs the win of Heaven defcry*d, 70^ 
And conqueil fhifting to the Trojan fide. 

Turn'd by die hand of Jove. Then thus begun. 

To Atreus’ feed, the god-like Telamon ; 

Alas ! who fees not Jove's almighty hand 
Transfers the glory to the Trojan band ? 

Whether the weak or ftrong difcharge the dart. 

He* guides each arrow to a Grecian heart : 

Not fo our fpears : incefiant though they rain. 

He fu&rs every knee to fall -in vain. 


Defend* 
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Deferted of the God, yet let us try 
Wnat human lirength and prudence can fupply ; 

If yet this honour’d corpfe, in triumph borne. 

May glad tbe fleets that hope not our return, 

Who tremble yet, fcaice lefcued from their fates. 

And flill hear Hedor thundering at their gates, 720 
Some hero too mull be difpatch’d, to bear 
The mournful meflage to Felides* ear ; 

For fure he knows not, dillant on the fhore. 

His friend, his lov’d Patroclus, is no more. 

But fuch a chief I fpy not thiough the holt : 725 

The men, the fteeds, the armies, all are loH 
In general darknefs — Lord of earth and air ! 

Oh King I oh Father 1 hear my humble prayer : 

Difpel this cloud, the light of heaven rcftoic ; 

Give me to fee, and Ajax alks no more : 7^0 

If Greece mull perifh, we thy will obey. 

But let us perifh in the face of day I 

With tears the hero fpoke, and at his prayer 
The God relenting, clear’d the clouded air ; 

Forth burft the fun with all-enlightening ray ; 73 

The blaze of armour flalh’d againfl: the day. 

Now, now, Atrides I call around thy light ; 

If yet Antilochus furvives the flght. 

Let him to great Achilles’ ear convey 
The fatal news — — Atrides halles away. 740 

So turns the Hon from the nightly fold. 

Though high in courage, and with hunger bold. 

Long gall’d by herdfmen, and long vex’d by hounds : 
5 tifF with fatigue, and fretted fore with wounds ; 
VoL, XLIX, M Tlio 
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TLe darts fly round him from an hundred hands, 74^ 
And the red terrours of the blazing brands ; 

Till late, reludant, at the dawn of day 
Sour he departs, and quits th’ untalled prey^ 

So mov’d Atrides from his dangerous piece 

With weary limbs, bat with unwilling pace ; 7^0 

The foe, he fear’d, might yet Patroclus gam. 

And much admonlfh’d, much adjur’d, his tiain : 

Oh guaid thefe relicks, to your charge confign’d. 
And bear the merits of the dead in mind ; 

How ficili’d he was in each obliging art ; 75 1 

The mildefl manners, and the gentleft heart ; 

He w as, alas 1 but fate decreed his end i 
In death a hero, as in life a friend I 

So parts the chief ; from rank to lank he flew. 

And round on all lides fent his piercing licw* 760 
As the bold bird, endued with fnarpeil eye 
Of all that wing the mid aerial fky. 

The facred eagle, from his walks above 
Looks down, and fees the didant thicket move ; 

Then floops, and, foudng on the quivciing hare, 765 
Snatches Lis life amid the clouds of air. 

Kot with lefs quicknefs, his exerted fght 
Pafs’d this, and that way, through the ranis of nglit : 
Till on the left the chief he fought, he found ; 
Chcaring his men, and fpi ending deaths around. 770 
To him the king: Belov’d of Jot e I diaw near. 

For fadder tidings never touch’d thy ear ; 

Thy eyes have wdtnefs’d, what a fatal turn ! 

How liion triumphs, and th’ Achaians mourn ; 


This 



ILIAD, Book XVIT. 16^ 

Tills Is not ail : Patrocks, on the flioie 775' 

Now pale and dead, fhall fuccour Greece no moie* 
Fly to the fleet, this inftant flv, and tell 
The fad Achilles, how his lov’d-one fell : 

He too may hafle the naked corpfe to gam ; 

The arms are HedoFs, who deipoiFd the flain. 780 
The youthful warnour heard with flient woe, 

Fiom his fair eyes the tears began to flow ; 

Big with the mighty grief, he flrove to fay 
What forrow diTates, but no word found way* 

To brave Laodocus his arms he flung, 7S5 

Who near him wheeling, drove his fteeds along 5 
Then ran, the mournful mcflage to impart. 

With tear-ful eyes, and with dejedicd heart. 

Swift fled the youth : nor Menelaiis flands, 

(Though fore diflrefl) to aid the Pylian bands ; 790* 

But bids bold Thrafymedc thofe troops fuflam; 
Himfelf returns to Ins Patrocks flain. 

Gone IS Antilochas (the hero faid) 

But hope not, warriours, for Achilles’ aid : 

Though flercc his rage, unbounded be his w'oe, 79 
Unarm’d he lights not with the Trojan foe. 

’Tis in our hands- alone oui hopes remain ; 

^Tis our own vigour mufl the dead regain. 

And favc ourfelves, while with impetuous hate 
Troy pours along, and this way rolls our fate. 800 
"Tis well (faid Ajax] , be it then thy care, 

V, ith Menon’s aid, the weighty corpfe to rear ; 

L!} feif and my bold brother will fuilain 
he Inock of He<5ior and his charging train i 
Isl Z 
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Noi fear we armiesj fighting fide by fide ; 8oj 
What Trc?y can dare, we have already try*d. 

Have try’d it, and have fiood. The hero faid ; 

High from the ground the warriours heave the dead, 

A general clamour rifes at the fight : 

Loud fiiout the Trojans, and renew the figiit. 81 a 

Not fiercer rufh along the gloomy wood. 

With rage infatiate and with thirfi: of blood. 

Voracious hounds, that many a length before 
Their furious hunters ^rive the wounded boar ; 

But, if the favage turns his glaring eye, 81^ 

They howl aloof, and round the forefi: fly. 

Thus on retreating Greece the Trojans pour, 

Wave their thick falchions, and their javelins fhower ; 
But, Ajax turning, to their fears they yield. 

All pale they tremble, and forfake the field. 820 
While thus aloft the hero's corpfe they bear. 

Behind them rages all the fiorm of war ; 

Confufioii, tumult, horrour, o'er the throng 
Of men, fieeds, chariots, urg'd the rout along : 

Lefs fierce the winds with nfing flames confpire, 825 
To whelm fome city under waves of fire; 

Now fink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes ; 

Now crack the blazing temples of the Gods ; 

The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls. 

And fiiects of finoke mount heavy to the poles, 850 
The heroes fweat beneath their honour'd load : 

As whicn tw’o mules, along the rugged road. 

From the fieep mountain with exerted iirength 
Drag fome beam^ or raafi's unwieldy length; 

Inly 
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Inly they groan, big drops of fweat diftill, S55 

Th' enormous timber lumbering down the hill : 

So tliefe Behind, the bulk of Ajax Hands, 

And breaks the torrent of the rulhing bands. 

Thus, when a river fweird with fudd^en rains 
'Spreads his broad waters o’er the level plains, 840* 
Some interpofing hill the ftream divides. 

And breaks its force, and turns the winding tides* 
Still clofe they follow, dole the rear engage j 
iEneas Horms, and Hedor foams with rage : 

While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 8^^ 
Wedged in one body, like a flight of cranes. 

That fhriek inceffant while the falcon, hung 
High on pois’d pinions, threats their callow young* 

So from the Trojan chiefs the Grecians fly. 

Such the wild terrour, and the mingled cry : 

Within, without the trench, and all the way. 

Screw’d in bright heaps, their arms and armoui 
Such horrour Jove impreft ! yet flill proceeds 
The work of death, and ftili the battle bleeds. 
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The Giief of Achilles, and new Armour made him 
by Vulcan* 

THE news of the death of Patroclus is brought to 
Achilles by Antilochus. Thetis, hearing his lamen- 
tations, comes with all her fea-nymphs to comfort 
him. The fpeeches of the mother and fon on this 
occafion. Iris appears to Achilles by the command 
of Juno, and orders him to Ihew himfelf at the 
head of the intrenchments. The fight of him turns 
the fortune of the day, and the body of Patroclus 
is carried off by the Greeks. The Trojans call a 
council, where Hedor and Polydamas difagree in 
their opinions 5 but the advice of tlie former pre- 
vails, to lemain encamped in the field. The grief 
of Achilles over the body of Patroclus. 

Thetis goes to the palace of Vulcan^ to obtain 
new arms lor her fon. The defcription of the won- 
derful woiks of Vulcan ; and laftly, that noble one 
of the Ihield of Achilles. 

Tfie latter part of the nine and twentieth day, 
and the night enfuing, tal.e up this book. Ihe 
fcene is at Achilles's tent, on the fea-fliore, from 
whence it changes to tlie palace of Vulcan# 
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T hus, Hke the rage of fire, the combat burns-; 

And now it rifes^ now it finks, by turns. 
Meanwhile, where Hellefpont’s broad waters flow. 
Stood Nefior’s fon, the mefienger of woe : 

There fat Achilles, fiiaded by his fails,. jj 

On hoiiled yards extended to the gales-; 

Penfive he fat ; for all that Fate defign’d 
Rofe in fad profped to his boding mind. 

Thus to his foul he faid : Ah ! what conftrains 
The Greeks, late vi^Slors, now to quit the plains ? lo 
Is this the day, which Heaven fo long ago 
Ordain’d, to fink me with the weight of woe ? 

(So Thetis warn’d) when by a Trojan hand 
The bravefi: of the Myrmidonian band 
Should lofe the light ? Fulfill’d is that decree ?’ 

Fall’n is the warriour, and Patroclus he ? 

In vain I charg’d him foon to quit the plain^ 

And warn’d to fhun Hedorean force in vain! 

Thus while he thinks, Antiiochus appears. 

And tells the melancholy tale with tears ; 20 

Sad tidings, fon of Peleus ! thou mufl: hear; 

A»d wretched I, th’ unwilling mefienger I 
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Dead is Patioclus I For his corpfe they fight. 

His naked corpfe ; his arms aie Hedor’s right* 

A fudden horrour fhot through all the chief. 

And wrapt his fenfes in the cloud of grief; 

Call: on the ground, with furious hands he fpread 
The fcorching afhes o'er his gi aceful head; 

His purple garments, and his golden hairs, 

Thofe he deforms with dull, and thefe he tears : 

On the hard foil his groaning breafl he threw. 

And roll'd and grovel'd, as to earth he grew^ 

The virgin captives, with diforder'd charms 
(Won by his own, or by Patroclus' arms) 

Ruih'd from the tents with cries ; and, gathering round. 
Beat their white breails, and fainted on the ground ; 
While Nellor’s fon fuftains a manlier part. 

And mourns the warriour with a warriour's heart ; 
Hangs on his arms, amidfl his frantic woe. 

And oft pi events the meditated blow. 

Far in the deep abyiles of the main. 

With hoary Nereos, and the watery train. 

The Mother Goddefs from her ciyftal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and anfwer’d groan for groan. 
The circling Nereids with their miflrefs weep, 45 
And all the fea-green fillers of the deep. 

Thalia, Glauce (every watery name) 

Nefasa mild, and filver Spio came : 

Cymothoe and Cymodoce were nigh. 

And the blue languifh of foft Alia's eye. 

Their locks Ad^a and Limnoria rear. 

Then Proto, Doris, Panope, appear. 
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Tlioa, Plicriifa, Doto, Melita; 

Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay; 

Js^ext Caliianira, CallianafTa, fliow 
Their filler looks ; Dexamene the flow. 

And fnift Dynamene, now cut the tides : 

Isera now the veidaiit wave divides : 

Nemertes with Apfeudes lifts the head. 

Bright Galatea quits her pearly bed ; 

Thefe Orythia, Clymene, attend, 

Masra, Amphinome, the train extend ; 

And black Janira, and Janafla fair. 

And Amatheia with her amber hair- 
Ail thefe, and all that deep in ocean held 
Their facred feats, the glimmering grotto fllFd 
Each beat her ivoiy brcall with filent woe. 

Till Thetis' forrows thus began to flow : 

Hear me, and judge, yc Sillers of the main 1 
How jull a caufe has Thetis to complain ! 

How wretched, were I mortal, weie my fate! 
How more than vi retched in th’ immortal Hate I 
Spiung from my bed a goddike heio came. 

The bravell far that ever bore the name ; 

Like fome fair olive, by my careful hand 
He grew, he flourilh'd, and adorn'd the land : 
To Troy I feat him : but the Fates ordain 
He never, never, mufl: return again. 

So fliort a fpace the light of heaven to view. 

So ihort, alas ! and flllM with anguifli too* 
Hear how his forrows echo through the Ihore I 
I cannot eafe them, but I muft deplore; 
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I go at leaft to bear a tender part. 

And mourn my lov’d-one with a mother’s heart. 

She faid, and left the caverns of the main. 

All bath d in tears ; the melancholy train 
Attmd her way. Wide-opening part the tides, 
V/hile the long pomp the filver wave divides. 
Approaching now, they touch’d die Trojan land • 
Then, two by two, afcended up the ftrand. 

Th immortal Mother, Handing clofe beiide 
Her mournful offspiing, to his fighs reply’d • 

Along the coaft their mingled clamours ran,. ’ 

And thus the Silver-footed Dame began • 

Why mourns my fbn thy late pieferr’d requeft gy 
The God has granted, and the Greeks di&eft ; 

Why mourns my fon ? thy anguifli fct me lhare- 
Keveal the caufe, and truft a parent’s care 
He, deeply groaning_To this curelefs'grief 
l^ot ev n the Thundeier’s favour brins-s relief 

A pleafure now ? leveage itfelf is loftj. 

Patroclus, lov’d of all my martial train. 

Beyond mankind, beyond myfelf, is flain' 

Loft are thofe arms the Gods the.mfelves beftow’d loc 
On Peleus ; Heaor bears the glorious load. ^ 

Curs d be that day, when all the Powers above 
Thy charms fubmitted to a mortal love ■ 

Oh hadft thou ftill, a fitter of the main, 

^rfued the pleafures of the watery reign • 

And happier Peleus, lefs ambitious, led ’ 

A mortal beauty to his-equal bed 1 
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Ere tlie fad fruit of thy unhappy womb 
Had caus'd fuch forrovvs paft, and woes to come. 

Fot foon, alas ! that wretched offspring flain, 1 1 
New woes, new foriows, lhall create again. 

^Tis not in Fate th' alternate now to give ; 

Patroclus dead, Achilles hates to live. 

Let me revenge it on proud Hcfloi's heart. 

Let his laft fpiiit fmoke upon my dart ; 120 

On thcfe conditions will I breathe : till then, 

I blufh to walk among tiie race of men. 

A flood of tears, at this, the Goddefs fhed. 

Ah then, I fee thee dying, fee thee dead I 

When Hedor fails, thou dy'ft. — Let Hedor die, 1 25 

And let me fall! (Achilles made reply) 

Far lies Patroclus from his native plain ! 

He fell, and, falling, wifh'd my aid in vain. 

Ah then, fince from this miferable day 
I call all hope of my leturn away ; 130 

Since, unreveng'd, a hundred ghofs demand 
The fate of Hedor fiom Achilles' hand ; 

Since here, for brutal courage far renown’d, 

I live an idle burden to the ground 

(Others in council fam’d for nobler fkill, 13^ 

More ufeful to preferve, than I to kill) 

Let me— -But oh ! ye gracious Powers above i 
Wrath and revenge from men and Gods remove : 

P'ar, far too dear to every mortal breaft, 

Sweet to die foul, as honey to the tafle ; 140 

Gathering like vapours of a noxious kind 
From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind. 
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Me Agamemnon urg'd to deadly hate ; 

'’Tis paft — I queli it ; I refign to fate,. 

Yes — I will naeet the murderer of my friend; 14 j 

Or (if the Gods ordain it} meet my end. 

The llroke of fate the braveft cannot fliun ; 

The great Alcides, Jore's uneqiiaFd fon^ 

To Juno’s hate at length refign’d Ins bieath. 

And funk the viftim of all- conquering death. 1 50 
So fhall Achilles fall i flretch’d pale and dead. 

No more the Giecian hope, or Trojan dread ! 

Let me, this inflant, ruili into the fields. 

And reap what glory life’s fhort harveft yields. 

Shall I not force fome widow’d dame to tear 155 
With frantic hands her long dilhev-el’d luir ? 

Shall I not force her breaft to heave with fighs. 

And the foft tears to trickle from her eyes ? 

Yes, I lhall give the fair thofc mournful charms— 

In vain you hold me — Hence ! — My arms, my arms ! 
Soon fhall the fanguine tonent fpread fo wide. 

That all fhall know Achilles fwells the tide. 

My fon (coerulean Thetis made reply. 

To fate fubmittmg with a fecret figh) 

The hofl to fuccour, and thy fiiends to fave, 165 
Is w^orthy thee ; the duty of the brave. 

But canft thou naked liTue to the plains? 

Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains; 

Infulting He<S:or bears the fpoils on high. 

But vainly glories, for his fate is nigh. 1^0 

Yet, yet awhile, thy generous ardour Ray; 

Allur’d, I meet thee at the dawn of day, 
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Charg’d %vitli refulgent arms (a glorious load) 
Yulcanian arms, the labour of a God, 

Then turning to- the Daughters of the main, 175 
The Goddefs thus difmifs’d her azure train ; 

Ye filler Nereids 1 to your deeps defcend ; 

Hafte, and our father’s facied feat attend 5 
I go to find the archited divine, 

Wliere vaft Olympus’ flarry fummits fhine : 1 80 

So tell our hoary fire — This charge fhe gave : 

The fea-green fillers plunge beneath the wave : 

Thetis once more afeends the bleft abodes. 

And treads the brazen tlirefhold of the Gods, 

And now the Greeks, from furious He6lor’s force. 
Urg’d to broad Hellefpont theii headlong courfe : 

Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus body bore 
Safe through the tempell to' the tented fliore. 

The horfe, the foot, with eq^ual fury join’d. 

Pour’d on the rear, and thunder’d clofc behind ; 1 90 
And, like a flame thiough fields of ripen’d corn. 

The rage of Hedor o’er the ranks was borne. 

Thrice the flain heio by the foot he drew ; 

Thrice to the fkics the Trojan clamouis flew : 

As oft th’ Ajaces his aflault fuflain ; 

But check’d, he turns ; repuls’d, attacks again ; 

With flercer fhouts his lingering troops he fires. 

Nor yields a flep, nor from his pofl retires : 

So watchful fheplierds flrive to force, in vain. 

The hungry lion from a carcafe flam, zoo 

El ’n yet Patroclus had he borne away. 

And all the glories of th’ extended day s 
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^Had not high Juno, from the realms of air. 

Secret, difpatch’d her trufty meffenger. 

The various Goddeis of the fhowery bow, 205 

Shot in a whirlwind to tlie Ihore below ; 

To great Achilles at his (hips Ihe came. 

And thus began the Many-colour ’d Dame : 

Rife, fon of Peleus ! rife divinely biave ! 

Ailift the combat, and Patroclus fare : 210 

For him the daughter to the fleet they fpread. 

And fall by mutual wounds around the dead. 

To drag him back to Troy the foe contends : 

Nor wdth his death the rage of Heftor ends ; 

A prey to dogs he dooms the corpfe to lie, 21 g 
And marks the place to fix his head on high. 

Rife, and prevent (if yet you think of fame) 

Thy friend's difgrace, thy own eternal fhame ! 

Who fends thee, Goddefs ! from th’ etheriai flcies ? 
Achilles thus. And Iris thus replies . 220 

I come, Pelidesl from the Queen of Jove, 

Th' immortal Emprefs of the realms above ; 

Unknown to Mm who fits remote on high. 

Unknown to all the fynod of the iky. 

Tiiou com'fl; in vain, he cries (with fuiy warm’d) 225 
Arms I have none, and can I fight unarm'd ? 
Unwilling as I am, of force I flay. 

Till Thetis biing me, at the dawm of day, 
Vulcanian arms : what other can I wield ; 

Except tlie mighty Teiamonian ihield ? 230 

That, in my friend's defence, has Ajax fpread, 

WMle his ilrong lance around him heaps the dead ; 

The 
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The gallant chief defends Menoenus’ fon. 

And does, what his Achilles fhould have done. 

Thy want of aims (faid Iris) well we know, 23 
But though unarm'd, yet clad in terrours, go 1 
Let but Achilles o’er yon trench appear, 

Proud Troy fliail tremble, and confent to fear : 

Greece from one glance of that tremendous eye 
Shall take new coinage, and difdain to fly. 240 
She fpoke, and pafs’d in air. The heio rofe ; 

Her segis Pallas o’er his fhoulder throws ; 

Aiound his brows a golden cloud flie Ipread ; 

A flream of glory flam’d above his head. 

As when from fome beleaguer’d town arife 24^ 
The fmokes, high-curling to the Ihaded ikies 
(Seen from fome iiland, o’er the mam afar. 

When men diflrefl: hang out the flgn of war) ; 

Soon as the fun in ocean hides his rays. 

Thick on the hills the flaming beacoiis blaze; 2^0 
With long-proje6:ed beams the feas are bright. 

And heaven’s high arch refleds the ruddy light ; 

So from Achilles’ head the fplcndours nfe, 

Reficftxng blaze on blaze againil the ikies. 

Forth march’d the chief, and, diflant from the croud. 
High on the rampart rais’d his voice aloud ; 

With her own fliout Minerva fwells the found ; 

Troy ftarts aftonifh’d, and the fhores rebound. 

As the loud trumpet’s brazen mouth from far 
With flirilling clangor founds th’ alarm of war, 2 So 
Struck from the wall, the echoes float on high, 

And the round bulwarks and thick tem-ers reply ; 

You XLIX* N So 
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So high Ills brazen voice tbe hero rear’d : 

Hoils drop their arms, and trembled as they heard ; 
And back the chariots roll, and courfers bound, 265^ 
And fieeds and men He mingled on the grounds 
AghaH they fee the living lightnings play. 

And turn their eye-balls from the fiafliing ray. 

Thrice from the trench his dreadful voice he rais’d | 
And thrice they Sed, confounded and amaz’d, 27a 
Tv^'clve, in the tumult wedg’d, untimely rufh’d 
On their own fpears, by their own chariots crufh’d : 
While, fluelded from the darts, the Greeks obtain 
The lone-contended carcafe of the flain^ 

A lofty bier the breathiefs warriour bears : 2751 

Around, his fad companions melt in tears. 

But chief Achilles, bending down his head^ 

Pours unavailing forrows o’er the dead. 

Whom late tiiumphant, with Ins fteeds and car, 
He'fent refulgent to the field of war; 280 

{Unhappy change !) now fenfelefs, pale, he found. 
Stretch’d forth, and galh’d with many a gaping wounds 
Meantime, unweary ’d with his heavenly way. 

In ocean’s v aves th’ unwilling light of day 
Quench’d his red orb, at Juno’s high command, 

And from their labours eas’d th’ Achaian band. 

The fngiited Trojans (panting from the war. 

Their fteeds unharnefs’d from the v eary car) 

A fudden council call’d, each chief appear’d 

III hafte, and ftanding ; for to fit they fear’d. 290 

®Twas now no feafim for proloog’d debate ; 

They faw Achilles, and in Mm their fate®. 
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vSileat tlicv flood : Polydamas at laft. 

Skill’d to difcern the futiipe by the pafl. 

The fon of Panthiis, thus expiefs’d his fears ; 295 

{The friend of Hedor, and of equal years : 

The felf-fame night to both a being gave, 

’ One wife in council, one in adion brave) : 

In free debate, my friends, your fentence fpeak ; . 
Tor me, I move, befoie the moining break, 30D 
To raife our camp : too dangerous here our pofl> 

Far from Tioy walls, and on a naked coaft. 

I deem’d not Greece fo dreadful, while, engag’d 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag’d ; 

Then, vdiile we hop’d our armies might prevail, 303* 
Wc boldly camp’d bcfide a thoufand faiL 
I dread Pelides now : his rage of mind 
Not long continues to the Ihores confin’d. 

Nor to the fields, where long in equal fray 
Contending nations won and lofi: the day ; 31a 

For Troy, for Troy, fhall henceforth be the finfc. 
And the hard contefl not for fame, but life. 

Hafie then to Ilion, while the favouring night 
Detains thofe terrours, keeps that arm from fight; 

but the morrow’s fun behold us here, 315 

Tliat arm, thofe terrours, we fhall feel, npr fear; 

And hearts that now difdain, fhall leap with joy. 

If Heaveh permit them then to enter T>oy. 

Let not my fatal prophecy be true. 

Not what I tremble but to think, enfue. 320 

Whatever be our fate, yet let us try 

What forc^ of thought and reafon can fupply ; 

N 2 Let 
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Let IIS on counfel for our guard depend ; 

The town, hei gates and bulwarks ihall defend ; 
When morning dawns, our well-appointed powers, 325- 
Array’d in arms, Ihall line the lofty towers. 

Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls. 

Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls. 

Or fetch a thoufand ciicles round the plain. 

Till his fpent courfers feek the fleet again : ^ 30 

So may his rage be tir’d, and labour’d down ; 

And dogs fhall tear him ere he fack the town. ' 

P^etUin ? [faid He6:or, fir’d with flern difdain) 
What ! coop whole armies in our walls again ? 

Was ’t not enough, ye valiant warriours fay, 3^5 
l^ine years imprifon’d in thofe towers ye lay ? 

Wide o’er the world was Ilion fam’d of old 
Tor brafs exhaufllefs, and for mines of gold : 

Put w^hile inglorious in her walls we flay’d. 

Sunk were her treafures, and her floras decay’d ; 340 
The Phrygians now her fcatter’d fpoils enjoy. 

And proud Masonia wafles the fruits of Troy. 

Great Jove at length my arms to eonquefl calls. 

And fliuts the Grecians in their wooden walls : 

Bar’ll thou diipirit whom the Gods incite; 543 
Flies any Trojan ? I fliall flop his flight. 

To better counfel then attention lend ; 

Take due refrefhment, and the watch attend. 

If there be one whofe riches cofl him care, 
lortli let him bring them for the troops to ihare ; 

*Tis better generoufly beflow’d on thofe, 

JTiian left the plunder of our country’s foes# 
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Soon as the morn tlie purple orient warms. 

Fierce on yon navy we will pour our arms ; 

If great Achilles rife in all his might, 355 

His be the danger. I ihall Hand the fight. , 
Honour, ye Gods ! or let me gain, or give ! 

*A.nd live he glorious, whofoe'er Ihall live 1 
Mars is our common lord, aliketo all : 

And oft the vidor triumphs, but to fall. ^60 

The Ihouting hofi: in loud applaufes join'd : 

So Pallas robb'd the many of their mind ; 

To their own fenfe condemn’d, and left to chule 
The worH advice, the better to refufe. 

While the long night extends her fable reign, 
Around Patroclus mourn’d the Grecian train. 

Stern in fuperior grief Pelides Hood ; 

Thofe llaughtering arms, fo us'd to bathe in blood. 
Now clafp’d his clay-cold limbs : then gnfliing Hart 
The teais, and fighs burfi: from his fwdling heart, jyo 
Ihe lion thus, with dreadful anguifli Hung, 

Roars through the defart, and demands his young : 
When the grim favage, to his rified den 
Too late returning, fnufis the track of men. 

And o'er the vales and 0 er the forefi: bounds ; 37 ^ 

Mis clamorous grief the bellowing wood rSfounds* 

So grieves Achilles ; and impetuous vents 
To all his Myrmidons his loud laments* 

In vhat vain promife, Godsl did I engage* 

When, to confole Menoctius' feeble age, 38a 

I vow'd his miich-Iov'd offspring to reftore^ 

Charg’d with rich fpoils, to fair Opuntia's lliore ? 

N 3 But 
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But mighty Jove cuts fhort, with juft difdaiii. 

The long, long views of poor, defigning man ! 

One fate the warriour and the friend fhall ftnke, 385 
And Tioy's black fands rauft drink our blood alike : 
Me too a wretched mother ftiall deplore. 

An aged fathei never fee me more 1 
Yet, my Patroclus ^ yet a fpace I ftay. 

Then fwift purfue thee on the darkfome w’ay. 390 
Ere thy dear relicks in the grave are laid. 

Shall He£lor"s head be offer’d to thy fliade ; 

That, wdth his aims, fhall hang before thy fhrine ; 
And twelve the nobleft of the Trojan line. 

Sacred to vengeance, by this hand expire; 393^ 
Their lives effus’d around thy flaming pyre. 

Thus let me lie till then ! thus, clofely preft. 

Bathe thy cold face, and fob upon thy breaft ! 

While Trojan captives here thy mourners ftay. 

Weep all the night, and murmur all the day : 400 

Spoils of my arms, and thine ; when, wafting wide. 
Our fwords kept time, and conquer’d fide by fide. 

He fpoke, and bade the fad attendants round 
Cleanfe the pale corpfe, and wafti each honour’d \vound. 
A rhafty caldron of ftupendous fiame 405 

They brought, and plac’d it o’er the rifing ftamc : 
Then heap the lighted wood ; the fiame divides 
Beneath the t afe, and climbs around the fides : 

In its wide womb tliey pour the rufliing ftream : 

The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 410 

The body then they bathe with pious toil. 

Embalm the wounds, anoint the limbs with oil. 

High 
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Higli on a bed of Hate extended laid. 

And decent cover’d with a linen fhade ; 

Laft o’er the dead the miik-white veil they threw; 415 
That done, their foirows and their fighs lenew. 

Meanwhile to Juno, in the realms above, 

{His wife and lifter) fpokc almighty Jove: 

At iaft thy will prevails ; great Peleus’ fon 

Rifes in arms : fuch Grace thy Greeks have won. 420 

Say (for I know not) is their race divine, 

And thou the mother of that martial line ? 

What woids are thefe (th’ imperial dame replies. 
While anger ftalh’d from her majeftic eyes) 

Succour like tins a mortal aim might lend, 42 g 
And fuch fuccefs mere human wit attend : 

And fhall not I, the fecond Power above. 

Heaven’s Qiicen, and confort of the thundering Jove, 
Say, fhall not I, one nation’s fate command. 

Hot w leak iny vengeance on one guilty land ? 43a 

So they. Meanwhile the Silvci-footed Dame 
Reach’d the Vulcanian dome, eternal Dame 1 
High-eminent amid the works divine. 

Where heaven’s far-beaming biazen nianftons iliine. 
There the lame architect the Goddefs found, 

Obfeure in fmoke, his forges flaming round, ' 

While bath’d in fwxat from lire to ire he ftew ; 

And puffing loud, the roaring bellows blew* 

That day no common talk Ms labour claim’d : 

Tull tw'enty tripods for his hall he fram’d, 
lliat, plac’d on living wheels of mafty gold 
(Wondrous to tell !) inftin^ with fpirit roll’d 
N 4 
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From place to place, around the bleft abodes', 
Self-mov’d, obedient to the beck of Gods : 

For their fair handles now, overwrought with flowers^ 
In molds prepar’d, the glowing ore he pours. 

Juft as refponfive to his thought theirame 
Stood prompt to move, the azure Goddefs came i 
Charts, his fpoufe, a grace divinely fair 
(With purple fillets round hei braided hair) 4^0 
Obferv’d her entering ^ her foft hand ftie prefs’d. 

And, fmiling, thus the watery Queen addrefs’d ; 

"What, Goddefs ! this unufual favour draws I 
Ail hail, and welcome I whatfoe’er the caufe ; 

Till now a ftranger, in a happy hour j 

Approach, and tafte the dainty of the bower. 

High on a throne, with ftars of filver grac’d. 

And various artifice, the Queen fhe plac’d : 

A footftool at her feet ; then, calling, faid, 

Vulcan, draw near^ ’tis Thetis afks your aid. 460 
Thetis ( reply ’d the God) our powers may claim. 

An ever- dear, an ever-honour’d name I 
When my proud mother hurl’d me from the jOcy 
(My aukward form, it ieems, difpleas’d her eye) 

She and Eurynome my griefs redreft, 46^ 

And foft receiv’d me on their filver breaft. 

Ev’n then, thefe arts employ’d my infant thought ; 
Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys, I wrought. 
Nine years kept fee ret in the dark abode, 

Secure I lay, conceard from man and God : 470 

Deep in a cavem’d rock my days were led 5 
The rufhing ocean murmur’d o’er my head. 


Now. 
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Now, fince her prefence glads our manfion, fa7. 

For fuch defert \\hat fervice can I pay ? 

Vouchfafe, O Thetis 1 at our board to fhare 47^ 
The genial rites, and hofpitable fare ; 

While I the laboius of the forge forego. 

And bid the roaring bellows ceafe to blow. 

Then from his anvil the lame artift rofe j 
Wide with diftorted legs oblique he goes, 4g0s 

And flills the bellot\s, and (in order laid) 

Locks in their cheib his inUruments of trade. 

Then with a fponge the footy workman drefi: 

His brawny arms imbrownM, and hairy breafl. 

With his huge feeptre grac'd, and red attire, 48 c 
Came halting forth the Sovereign of the fire : 

The monarch's Heps two female forms uphold. 

That mov'd, and breath'd, in animated gold 5 
To whom was voice, and fenfe, and fcience given 
Of works divine, (fuch wonders are in heaven !) 490 
On thefe fupported, with unequal gait. 

He reach'd the throne where penfive Thetis fate ; 
There, plac'd befide her on the fiiining frame. 

He thus addrefs'd the Silver-footed Dame : 

Thee, welcome Goddefsl what occafion calls 49^ 
(So long a Granger) to thefe honour'd walls ? 

'Tis thine, fair Thetis, the command to lay. 

And Vulcan's joy and duty to obey# 

To whom the mournful mother thus replies 
(The cryllal drops fiood trembling in her eyes) 

Oh, Vulcan I fay, was ever breafi: divine 
So pierc'd with follows, fo o'erw helm'd, asnuite|, 

J hi 
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Of all the GoddelTes, did Jove piepare 

For Thetis only fuch a weight of care f 

J, only T of all the watery race, ^05 

By force fubjeded to a man’s embrace. 

Who, linking now with age and forrow, pays 
The mighty fine impos’d on length of days. 

Sprung from my bed, a goddike hero came, 

biavell fure that ever bore the name ; ^iq 

Like fome fair plant, beneath my careful hand. 

He grew, he flourifii’d, and he grac’d the land ; 

To Troy I fent him! but his native Ihore 
Never, ah net er, fhali receive him more ; 

while he lives, he waftes with feciet vt oc) 515- 
Nor I, a Goddelh, can retard the blow ! 

Robb’d of the prize the Grecian fulFragc gave, 

The king of nations forc’d his royal flat e : 

For this he griev’d ; and, till the Greeks oppiefl 
Requir’d his arm, heforrow’d unredreft. 52a 

Large gifts they promife, and their elders fend ; 

In vain — he arms not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his fteeds, his forces, to employ ; 

He marches, combats, almofl: conqueis Troy. 

Then, flain by Phoebus (Hedor had the name) 525 
At once refigns his armour, life, and fame. 

But thou, in pity, by my piayer be uon : 

Grace uith immortal aims this fliort-liv’d fon, 

And to the field in martial pomp rcfioie, 

Tctfhine with glory, till he fliines no morel 530 
To her the Attift-god : Thy griefs refign. 

Secure, what Vulcan can, is ever thine. ^ . 

O could 
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O could I hide him from the Fates as well. 

Or with thefe hands the ciuel ftroke repel. 

As i ihall forge moft envy’d arms, the gaze 5J5 
Of wondeiing ages, and the world's amaze ! 

Thus having faid, the Father of the fires 
To the black labours of his forge retires. 

Soon as he bade them blow, the bellows turned 
Their iron mouths ; and where the furnace burned, 54a 
Refounding breath'd : at once the blafi: expires. 

And twenty forges catch at once the fires ; 

Juft as the God dire6:s, now loud, now low. 

They raife a tempeft, or they gently blow. 

In Mfiing flames huge filver bars are rolled, 54^ 
And ftubborn brafs, and tin, and folid gold : 

Before, deep fix’d, th’ eternal anvils ftand; 

The ponderous hammer loads his better hand. 

His left with tongs turns the vex’d metal round. 

And thick, ftrong ftrokes, the doubling vaults rebound. 
Then firft he form’d th’ immenfe and folid fhield; 
Rich various artifice emblaz’d the field ; 

Its utmoft verge a threefold circle bound ; 

A fiiver chain fufpends the malfy round ; 
jfive ample plates the broad expanfe compofe, 

And god-iike labours on the furface rofe. 

There fhone the image of the mafter-mind : 

There earth, there heaven, there ocean, he defign’d ; 
Th’ unwearied fun, the moon compleatly round ; 

The ftarry lights that heaven’s high convex crown’d ; 
The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern team ; 

And great Orion’s more refulgent beam ; 

T# 
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To wliich, around the axle of the Iky, 

The Bear revolving points his golden eye. 

Still fhines exalted on th* aethereal plain. 

Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main^ 

Two cities radiant on the fhield appear. 

The image one of peace, and one of war. 

Here facied pomp and genial feafl: delight. 

And folemn dance, and Hymeneal rite ; 

Along the ftreet the new-made brides are led. 

With torches flaming, to the nuptial bed ; 

The youthful dancers in a circle bound 
To the foft flute, and cittern's fiiver found : 
Through the fair flrects, the matrons in a row 
Stand in their porches, and enjoy the Ihow. 

There, in the forum fwarm a numerous train. 
The fubjedl of debate, a townfman flain : 

One pleads the fine difcharg'd, which one deny'd. 
And bade the public and the laws decide : 

The witnefs is produc'd on either hand : 

For this, or that, the partial people fland : 

Th* appointed heralds flill the noify bands. 

And form a ring, with fceptres in their hands. 
On feats of ftone, within the facred place. 

The reverend elders nodded o'er the cafe ; 
Alternate, each th' attefting fceptre took. 

And, riflng folemn, each his fentence fpoke. 

Two golden talents lay amidft, in fight. 

The prize of him who belt adjudg'd the right. 

Another part (a profped difiering far) 

Olow'd with refulgent arms, and horrid war. 
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Two mlgUf hofts a leaguer’d town embrace. 

And one would pillage, one would burn the place. 
Meantime the townfmen, arm’d with filent care, 595 
A fecret ambu&. on the foe prepare : 

Their wives, their childien, and the watchful band 
Of trembling parents, on the turrets ftand. 

They march ; by Pallas and by Mars made bold : 
Gold were the Gods, their radiant garments gold, 60a 
And gold their armour : thefe the fquadron led, 
Auguft, divine, fuperior by the head I 
A place for ambufh fit, they found, and flood 
Covered with fliieids, befide a filver flood. 

Two fpies at diftance lurk, and watchful feem 60^ 
If fheep or oxen feek the winding ftrcam. 

Soon the white flocks proceeded o^er the plains. 

And fleers flow moving, and two fhepherd fwains ; 
Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go. 

Nor fear an ambufli, nor fufped a foe. 610 

In arms the glittering fquadron rifmg round, 

Rufli fudden ; hills of flaughttr heap the ground ; 
Whole flocks and herds lie bleeding on the plains. 
And, all amidfl: them, dead, the fhepherd fwains I 
Tht bellowing oxen the befiegers hear; 6 Jig 

They rife, take horfe, approach, and meet the war ; 
They fight, they fall, befide the filver flood ; 

The waving filver feem'd to blufli with blood* 

'There tumult, there contention, flood confefl ; 

One rear’d a dagger at a captive’s breaft, 620 

One held a living foe, that frefhly bled 

Witli new-made wounds ; another dragg’d a dead; 

Now 
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Now here, now there, the carcafes they tore : 

Fate ftalk’d amidil them, grim with human gore* 

And the whole w^arcame out, and met the eye; 62 j 
And each bold figure feem’d to live, or die. 

A field deep-furrow’d, next, the God defign'd. 
The third time laboui’d by the fweatlng hind ; 

The finning fiiaies full many ploughmen guide. 

And turn their ciooked yokes on every fide : 630 

Still as at either end they wheel around. 

The mailer meets them with his goblet crown’d ; 

The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil. 

Then back the turning plough-lhares cleave the foil r 
Behind, the rifing earth in ridges roll’d: 63 j 

And fable look’d, though form’d of molten gold^ 
Another field rofe high with waving grain ; 

With bended fickles Hand the reaper- train : 

Hcie, flretch’d in ranks, theievel’d fwarths are found,. 
Sheaves heap’d on fiieaves here thicken up the ground# 
With fweeping llroke the mowers flrow the lands ; 
The .gatherers follow, and colled in bands 5 
And iaft the children, in whofe arms are borne 
(Too Ihort to gripe them) the brown fiieaves of corn^ 
The rullic monaich of the field defcries, 643 

With filent glee, the heaps around him rife. 

A ready banquet on the turf is laid. 

Beneath an ample oak’s expanded fliade. 

The vidim ox the fiurdy youth prepare ; 
yhe reaper’s due repafi, the womens’ care* 65Q 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard fiiines. 

Bent with the pondexoEs hatveil of its vines ; 

A deeper 
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A deeper dye the dangling clufceis fliow. 

And, curl’d on filver props, in order glow ; 

A darker naetal mixt, intrench’d the place ; 651 

And pales of glittering tin tli’ enclofure giace. 

To this, one path -way gently- wdndmg leads, 

•Where march a train with baikets on their heads 
(Fair maids, and blooming youths) that fmiling bear 
The purple produd of th’ autumnal year. 660 

To thefe a youth awakes the vi arbhng firings, 

Whofe tender lay the fate of Linus fings ; 

In meafur’d dance behind him move the tiain. 

Tune foft the voice, and anfwer to the flrain. 

Here, herds of oxen maich, eredl and bold, 66 ^ 
Kear high their horns, and feem to low in gold. 

And fpecd to meadows, on whofe founding Ihores 
A lapid torrent through the rufhes roars : 

Four golden herdfinen as their guardians ftand, 

And nine four dogs compleat the ruflic band. 67® 
Two lions lufhing from the wood appear’d. 

And feiz’d a bull, the mailer of the herd : 

He roar’d : in vain the dogs, the men, witliflood ; 
They tore his flcfh, and drank the fable blood. 

The dogs (oft cheat’d in vam) defert the prey, 67 £ 
Dread the grim terrours, and at? diHance bay. 

Next this, the eye the art of Vulcan leads 
Deep through fair forefls, and a length of meads ; 
And flails, and folds, and fcatter’d cots between ; 
And fleecy flocks, that whiten all the feene. 680 
A figur’d dance fucceeds : fuch once % as feen 
In lofty GnolTus ; for the Cretan queen, 
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Form’d by Daedalean art : a comely band 
’Of youths and maidens, bounding hand in hand. 

The maids in foft cymars of linen dreli; ; 68^ 

The youths all graceful in the gloffy yeft : 

Of thofe the locks with flowery wreaths inroll’d | 

Of thefe the fides adorn’d with fwords of gold. 

That, glittering gay, from filver belts depend. 

Now all at once they nfe, at once defcend 690 
With well-taught feet : now £hape, in oblique ways. 
Confusedly regular, the moving maze : 

Now forth at once, too fwift for fight, they fpring. 
And undiflinguifh’d blend the flying ring ; 

So whiils a wheel, in giddy circle toft, 695 

And rapid as it runs, the Angle fpokes are loft. 

The gazing multitudes admire around. 

Two adlive tumblers in the centre bound ; 

Now high, now low, their pliant limbs they bend : 
And general fongs the fprightly revel end. 700 
Thus the broad fhield complete the artift crowm’d 
With his lafl: hand, and pour’d the ocean round ; 

In living filver feem’d the waves to roll. 

And beat the buckler’s verge, and bound the whole. 

This done, whate’er a warriour’s ufe requires, 705 
He forg’d ; the cuirafs that outfliines the fires. 

The greaves of dudiile tin, the helm impreil 
With various fculpture, and the golden crefl:. 

At Thetis feet the finifii’d labour lay 3 

She, as a falcon, cuts tb’ aerial way, 71a 

Swift from Olympus’ fnowy fummit flies, 

Aiid bears the biaaiing prcfent through the Ikies. 

THE 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnon*. 

THETIS brings to her fon the armour made by Vulcan. 
She preferves the body of his friend from corruption^ 
and commands him to alTemble the army, to declare 
his refentment at an end. Agamemnon and Achilles 
are folemnly reconciled : thefpeeches, prefents, and 
ceremonies, on that occafion. Achilles is with great 
difficulty perfuaded to refrain from the battle till the 
troops have refreihed themfelves, by the advice of 
Ulyfes, The prefents are conveyed to the tent of 
Achilles ; where Brifeis laments over the body of 
Patroclus. The hero obftinately refufes all repafl:, 
and gives himfelf up to lamentation for his friend. 
Minerva dcfcends to lirengthen him, by the order 
of Jupiter. He arms for the fight; his appearance 
defcribed. He addrefies himfelf to his horfes, and 
reproaches them with the death of Patroclus. One 
of them is miraculoufly endued with voice, and in- 
fpired to prophefy his fate; but the hero, not afto- 
lii filed by that prodigy, ruflies with fury to the 
combat. 

The tliirtieth day. The fcene is on the fea-fhore* 
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S OON as Aurora heav’d her orient head 
Above the waves, that blufh'd with early red 
(With new-born day to gladden mortal fight. 

And giid the courts of heaven with facred light) 

Tb’ immortal arms the Goddefs-mother bears ^ 

Swift to her fon : her fon Ihe finds in tears 
Stretch’d o’er Patroclus’ corpfe; while all the refi 
The fovereign’s forrows in their own expreft, 

A ray divine her heavenly prefence fhed. 

And thus, his hand foft- touching, Thetis faid: iq 

Supprefs (my fon) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not man, but Heaven, that gave the blow ; 
Behold what arms by Vulcan are bellow’d ? 

Arms worthy thee, or fit to grace a God. 

Then drops the radiant burden on the ground; 
Clang the firong arms, and ring the fhores around ; 
Back Ihrink the Myrmidons with dread furpnze. 

And from the broad effulgence turn’d their eyes. 
Unmov’d, the hero kindles at the fhow. 

And feels with rage divine his bofom glow ; 1 7 

From his fierce eye-balls living flames expire^ 

And fiafh incefeit like a flream of fire ; 

Os m 
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He turns the radiant gift ; and feeds his mind 
On all tlf immortal aitiil had defign’d. 

Goddefsl (he cry*d) thefe glorious arms that lliine 2 5 
With matchlefs art, confefs the hand divine. 

Now to the bloody battle let me bend : 

But ah ! the relicks of my flaughter*d friend ! 

In thofe wide wounds through which his fpirit fled. 
Shall flies, and worms obfcene pollute the dead ? 30 

That unavailing care be laid afide, 

{The azure Goddefs to her fon reply 'd) 

Whole years untouchM, uninjur’d, fhall remain, 

Fieflr as in life, the carcafe of the flain. 

But go, Achilles (as affairs require) 35 

Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire : 

Then uncontroPd in boundlefs w^ar engage, 

And Heaven wdth ffrengthjiipply the mighty rage I 
Then in the noflrils of the flain fhe pour’d 
Nedareous drops, and rich ambrofia fhower’d 40 
O’er all the corpfe. The flies forbid their prey. 
Untouch’d it refls, and facred from decay. 

Achilles to the flrand obedient went : 

''Fhc fliores refounded with the voice he fent. 

The heroes heard, and all the naval train 43 

That tend the Ihips, or guide them o’er the main. 
Alarm’d, tranfported, at the well-known found. 
Frequent and full, the great affembly crown’d ; 

Studious to fee that terrour of the plain. 

Long loft to battle, fliine in arms again. 'fa 

Ty didesand Ulyffes firft appear. 

Jams with their wounds, and leaning on the fpear ; 

Thefe 
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Tliefe on the facred feats of council plac'd, 

The king of men, Atrides, carae the lafi: 

He too fore wounded by Agenor's fon. 5 5 

Achilles (rifmg in the midii) begun : 

Oh Monarch ! better far had been the fate 
'Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian Hate, 

If, (ere the day when by mad palHon fway'd,. 

Raih we contended foi the black-ey'd maid) 6o 

Fre^ enting Dian had difpatch'd her dart. 

And jfliot the Ihining mifchief to the heart : 

Then many a hero had not prefs'd the fhore. 

Nor Troy's glad fields been fatten'd with our gore : 
Long, long lhall G reece the woes we caus'd be wail , 65 
And fad poHerity repeat the tale. 

But this, no more the fubje^fl of debate. 

Is paH, forgotten, and refign’d to fate : 

Why fhould, alas 1 a mortal man, as I, 

Burn with a fury than can never die ? 

Here then my anger ends ^ let wai fucceed, . 

And ev'n as Greece has bled, let Ilion bleed. 

Now call the hofts, and try, if in our fight 
Troy yet lhall dare to camp a fecond night ? 

I deem their mightied, when this arm he knows, 

Shall Tcape with tranfport, and with joy r^epQft. 

He faid : his finifh'd wrath with loud acclaim 
The Greeks accept, and lhou,t Pelides' name* 

When thus, not riflng from his lofty throi^e. 

In Hate unmov'd, the king of men begun : So 

Hear me, ye fons of Greece! witli Hlence hear I 
And grant your monarch an impartial ear ; 

O3 
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A while yoor loud, untimely joy fufpend. 

And let your rafh, injurious clamours end : 

Unruly murmurs, or ill-tim’d applaufe, S5 

Wrong the beft fpeaker, and the jufteft cauie. 

Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate : 

Know, angry Jove, and albcompelling Fate, 

With fell Erinnys, urg'd my wrath that day 

When from Achilles' arms I forc'd the prey* 90 

What then could I againft the will of Heaven ? 

Not by mylelf, but vengeful Ate driven ; 

She, Jove's dread daughter, fated to infcfl 
The race of mortals, enter'd in my breaft. 

Not on the ground that haughty Fury treads, 95* 
But prints her lofty footfteps on the heads 
Of mighty men ; infliding as Ihe goes 
Long feftering wounds, inextricable woes ! 

Of old, fhe ftalk'd amid the bright abodes ; 

And Jove himfelf, the Sire of men and Gods, 100 
The world's great ruler, felt her venom'd dart ; 
Deceiv’d by Juno's wiles, and female art. 

For when Alcmena's nine long months were run, 

' And Jove expeded his immortal fon : 

To Gods and GoddelTes th' unruly joy lo^ 

He fhow'd, and vaunted of his matchlefs boy : 

From us (he faid) this day an infant fprings. 

Fated to rule, and born a king of kings, 

Saturnia aik'd an oath, to vouch the truth, 

And fix'd dominion on the favour'd youth. 110 

The Thunderer, unfufpicious of the fraud. 

Pronounc’d thofc folemn words that bind a God. 
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Tlie joyful Goddefs ffom Olympus’ height. 

Swift to Achaian Argos bent her flight ; 

Scarce feven moons gone, lay Sthenelus’s wife; 1 1 f 
Shepufli’d hei lingering infant into life; 

Her charms Alcmena’s coming labours flay, 

’ And flop the babe, juft ifluing to the day. 

Then bids Saturnius bear his oath in mind ; 

A youth {faid ftie) of Jove’s immortal kind 120 

«« Is this day born : from Sthenelus he fprings. 

And claims thy promife to be king of kings.” 

Grief feiz’d the Thunderer, by his oath engag’d ; 

Stung to the foul, he forrow’d, and he rag'd. 

From his ambroflal head, where peich’d flie fate, r 25 
Hefnatch’d the Fury-Goddefs of debate. 

The dread, th’ inevocable oath he fwore, 

Th’ immortal feats ftiould ne’er behold her moxe ; 

And whirl’d her headlong down, for ever dri\ en 
From bright Olympus and the ftarry heaven : % 30 

Thence on the nether world the Fury fell ; 

Ordain’d with man’s contentious race to d\\ ell. 

Full oft the God his fon’s hard toils bemoan’d. 

Curs’d the dire Fury, and in fecret groan’d. 

Ev’n thus, like Jove himfelf, was I mifled, 155 

“Vinbile raging Hedor heap’d our camps with dead. 
What can the errors of my rage atone ? 

My martial troops, my treafures, are thy owm ; 

This inftant from the navy jOball be fent 
Whate’er Ulyfles promis’d at thy tent : 140 

But thou I appeas’d, propitious to our prayer, 

Refume thy arms, and Ihine again in war. 

O4 
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O king of nations ! whofe fuperior fway 
(Returns Achilles) all our hofts obey ! 

To keep or fend the prefcnts, be thy caie; 

To us, ’tis equal : all we alk is war. 

'V’iTile yet we talk, or but an inftant fhun 
The fight, our gloiious work remains undone. 

Let every Greek, who fees my Ipear confound 
The Trojan ranks, and deal deftruftion round. 
With emulation what I aft furvey. 

And learn from thence the bufinefs of the day. 

The fon of Peleus thus : and thus replies 
The great in councils, Ithacusthe wife. 

Though, god-hke, thou art by no toils oppreft. 

At leaft our armies claim repaft and reft ; 

Long and laborious muft the combat be. 

When by the Gods infpir’d, and led by thee, 
Strength is deriv’d from fpiritsand from blood. 
And thofe augment by generous wine and food ; i 
^yhat boaftful fon of war, without that ftay. 

Can laft a hero through a Angle day ? 

Courage may prompt ; but, ebbing out his ftrength. 
Mere unfupported man muft yield at length; 
Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils declin’d, i 
The drooping body will defert the mind : 

But bmlt anew with ftrength-conferring fare, 
itli limbs and foul untam’d, he tires a war. 
Difmifs the people then, and give command. 

With ftrong repaft to hearten eveiy band ; r 

But let the prefents to Achilles made 
In full allembly of all Greece be laid. 
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The king of men fhall rife an public ‘fight. 

And folemn fwear (obfervantof the rite) 

That, fpotiefs as flie came, the maid removes, 175 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlefs of his loves. 

That done, a fumptuoiis banquet fhall be made. 

And the full price of injured honour paid. 

Stretch not henceforth, O prince ! thy fovereign might 
Beyond the bounds of reafon and of right 1 80* 
^Tis the chief praife that e’er to kings belong’d. 

To right with juftice whom with power they wrong’d. 

To him the monarch; Juft is thy decree. 

Thy words give joy, and wifdom breathes in thee. 
Each due atonement gladly I prepare ; 1 85 

And Heaven regard me as I juftly fwear t 
Here then a while let Greece aftembled ftay. 

Nor great Achilles grudge this fhort dela}' : 

Till from the Heet ourprefents be convey’d. 

And, Jove attefting, the firm compad made. 190 
A train of noble youths the charge fhall bear ; 

Thefe to feleff, IJlyfles, be thy care : 

In order rank’d let all our gifts appear. 

And the fair train of captives clofe the rear : 
Tajithybins fhall the vifdm boar convey. 1 95 

Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb' of day* 

For this (the ftem j^acides replies) 

Some lefs important feafon may fufSce, 

When the ftern fury of the war is o’er. 

And wTath extinguifh’d burns my breaft no more. 200 
By Hedor flain, their faces to the fky. 

Ail grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie : 
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Thofe call to war! and, might my voice incite. 

Now, now, this Inftant, Ihould commence the fight : 
Then, when the day’s complete, let generous bowls. 
And copious banquets, glad your weary fouls# 

Let not my palate know the talle of food. 

Till my infatiate rage be cloy’d with blood : 

Pale lies my friend with wounds disfigur’d o'er. 

And his cold feet are pointed to the door* 210 

Revenge is all my foul I no meaner care, 

Interell, or thought, has room to harbour there ; 
Deftrudion be my feaft, and mortal wounds. 

And fcenes of blood, and agonizing founds. 

O firfi: of Greeks (Ulyfies thus rejoin^) 215 

The beft and bravefi of the warriour-kind ! 

Thy praife it is in dreadful camps to Ihine, 

But old experience and calm wifdom, mine. 

Then hear my counfel, and to reafon yield. 

The bravell foon arc fatiate of the field ; 220 

Though vafi: the heaps that ftrow the crimfon plain. 
The bloody harvcft brings but little gain ; 

The fcalc of conquefi: ever wavering lies. 

Great Jove but turns it, and the vifiordks! 

The great, the bold, by thou fands daily fall, 225 
And endlefs were the grief, to weep for all. 

Eternal forrows what avails to filed ? 

Greece honours not with folemn fafis the dead : 
Enough, when death demands the brave, to pay 
’Tht tribute of a melancholy day* 230 

One chief with patience to the grave refign’d. 

Our care devolves m others left behind. 
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Let generous food fupplies of ilrength produce. 

Let riling fpirits flow from fprightly juice. 

Let their warm heads with fcenes of battle glow, Z55 
And pour new furies on the feebler foe. 

Yet a Ihort interval, and none fhall dare 
Exped a fecond fummons to the war ; 

Who waits for that, the dire efie8: Ihall find. 

If trembling in the Ihips he lags behind. 240 

Embodied, to the battle let us bend. 

And all at once on haughty Troy defceni 
And now the delegates Ulyfles lent. 

To bear the prefents from the royal tent. 

The fons of Neftor, Phyleus’ valiant heir, 245 

Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war. 

With Lycomedes of Creontian ftrain. 

And Melanippus, formed the chofen train. 

Swift as the word was given, the youths obey’d ; 

Twice ten bright vafes in the midft they laid ; 2*50 

A row of fix fair tripods then fucceeds : 

And twice the number of high-bounding Heeds ; 

Seven captives next a lovely line compofe; 

The eighth Brifeis, like the blooming rofe. 

Clos’d the bright band ; great Ithacus, before, 25 j 

Firft of the train, the golden talents bore: 

The reft in public view the chiefs difpofe, 

A fplendid fcene! then 'Agamemnon rofe : 

The boar Talthybius held : the Grecian lord 
Drew the broad cutlafs, Iheath’d befide his fword : 260 
The fiubborn brililes from the vi£lim*s brow 
He crops, and offering meditates his vow# 
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His hands uplifted to th’ atteliiing ikies. 

On heaven's broad marble roof were fix'd his eyes ; 

The folemn words a deep attention draw, z 6 i; 

And Greece around fat thriil'd with facred awe. 

Witnefs, thou firft I thou greateil Power above I 
All-good, ail- wife, and all-furviving Jove I 
And Mother-earth, and Heaven's revoking light. 

And ye, fell Fuiies of the realms of night, 270 

Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 
For perjur'd kings, and all who falfely fwearl 
The black-ey’d maid inviolate removes, 

Pure and unconfeious of my manly loves. 

If this be falfe. Heaven all its vengeance fhed, 273^ 
And ievel’d thunder firike my guilty head ! 

With that, his weapon deep inflids the wound ; 

The bleeding favage tumbles to the ground ; 

The facred herald rolls the vidim llain 
(A feall: for fiih) into the foaming main. 280 

Then thus Achilles : Hear, ye Greeks I and know 
Whate’er we feel, 'tis Jove inflids the woe; 

Not elfe Atrides could our rage inflame. 

Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the dame. 

Jove’s high will alone, o’er-ruling all, iBy 
That doom’d our ftrife, and doom’d the Greeks to fall. 
Go then, ye chiefs I Indulge the genial rite I 
Achilles waits you, and expeds the fight. 

The fpeedy council at his word adjourn’d ; 

To their black veflels ail the Greeks return’d# 290 
Achilles fought his tent. His train before 
March’d onward, bending with the gifts they bore. 

Thofe 
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Tkofe in the tents the Tqnires induftrions fpread ; 

The foaming courfers to the ilalls they led ; 

To their new feats the female captives move: 295 

Brifeis, radiant as the Queen of Love, 

Slow as fhe paft, beheld with fad furvey, 

'Where, gafh’d with cruel wounds, Patroclus lay : 

Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair. 

Beat her fad breafi:, and tore her golden hair; 300 
All beautiful in grief, her humid eyes 
Shining with tears fhe lifts, and thus fhe cries : 

Ah, youth for ever dear, for ever kind. 

Once tender friend of my diftraded mind 1 
I left thee frefh in life, in beauty gay ! 305 

Now find thee cold, inanimated clay ! 

What woes my wretched race of life attend ! 

Sorrows on forrows, never doom’d to end I 

The firfl lov’d confort of my virgin-bed 

Before thefe eyes in fatal battle bled ! 310 

My three brave brothers in one mournful day. 

All trod the dark irremeable way ; 

Thy friendly hand uprear’d me from the plain. 

And dry’d my forrows for a hufband flain ; 

Achilles’ care you promis'd I fliould prove, 3 15 
The firft, the dearefi: partner of his love 5 
That rites divine Ihould ratify the band. 

And make me empreife in his native land. 

Accept thefe grateful tears! for thee they flow, 

For thee, that ever felt another's woe ! 320 

Her fifler captives echoed groan for groan, 

Nor mourn’d Patroclus fortunes, but their own : ^ 

The 
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The leaders prefs’d the chief on every fide; 

Unmor’d, he heard them, and with fighsdeny’d: 

If yet Achilles have a friend, whofe care 325 
Is bent to pleafe him, this requefi: forbear: 

Till yonder fun defeend, ah let me pay 
To giief and anguilh one abilemious day. 

He fpoke, and from the warriours turn'd his face : 
Yet full the brother-kings of Atreus' race, 

Keftor, Idomeneus, Ulyffesfage, 

And Phoenix, flrive to calm his grief and rage : 

His rage they calm not, nor his grief control; 

He groans, he raves, he forrows from his foul. 

Thou too, Patroclus ! (thus his heart he vents) 

Once fpread th’ inviting banquet in our tents ; 

Thy fweet fociety, thy winning care. 

Once ftaid Achilles, rufliing to the war. 

But now, alas! to death's cold arms refgn'd. 

What banquets but revenge can glad my mind ? 

What greater forrow could afflid my breaft. 

What more, if hoary Peleus were deceas'd ? 

Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
PHs fon's fad fate, and drops a tender tear. 

What more, fliould Neoptolemus the brave 
(My only offspring) fink into the grave ? 

If yet that offspring lives (I didant far. 

Of all negledful, wage a hateful war), 

I could not this, this cruel flroke attend ; 

claim'd Achilles, but might fpare his friend, 

1 hop'd Patroclus might furvive, to rqar 
% tender orphia with a parent'a ca|Cf 
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From Scliyros ifle condu(fl him o’er the main. 

And glad his eyes with his paternal reign. 

The lofty palace, and the large domain ; 3 55 

For Peleus breathes no more the vital air. 

Or drags a wretched life of age and care. 

But till the news of my fad fate invades 
His haftening foul, and finks him to the fliades. 

Sighing he faid. His grief the heroes join’d ; 3^0 

Each Hole a tear for what he left behind. 

Their mingled grief the Sire of Heaven Purvey’d; 

And thus, with pity, to his blue^ey’d Maid : 

Is then Achilles now no more thy care. 

And dofi: thou thus defert the great in war ? ^ 6 ^ 

Lo, where yon fails their canvafs wings extend. 

All comfortlefs he fts, and wails his friend ; 

Ere thirft and want his forces have oppreft, 

Haile, and infufe ambrofia in his breaft. 

He fpoke : and fudden, at the word of Jove, 370 
Shot the defccnding Goddefs from above. 

So fwifi through aether the ihrill Harpy fprings. 

The wide air floating to her ample wings. 

To great Achilles Ihe her flight addreft. 

And pour’d divine ambrofia in his breaH, 375; 

With nefer fweet {refeiSlion of the Gods i) 

Then, fwift afcending, fought the bright abodes. 

Now iflfued fi^m the ihips the warriour-train. 

And, like a dduge, pour’d upon the plain* 

As when the piercing blalls of Boreas blow, 38a 
And fcatter o’er the fields the driving fnow ; 

From dufky clouds the fleecy winter flies, 

Whofe daxxling luflre whitens all the ikies: 
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So helms facceeding helms, fo fhields from fhields 
Catch the quick beams, and bi ighten all the fields ; 385: 
Broad-glittering breaft-plates, fpears with pointed rays. 
Mix in one fireara, refle£ling blaze on blaze : 

Thick beats the centre as the courfers bound. 

With fplendoiir flame the ikies, and laugh the field? 
around. 

Full in the midfl, high- towering o’er the reft, 390 
His limbs in arms divine Achilles dreft; 

Arms which the Father of the Fire beftow’d. 

Forg’d on th’ eternal anvils of the God. 

Grief and revenge his furious heart infpire; 

His glowing eye-balls roll with living fire ; 393 

He grinds his teeth ; and, furious with delay. 
Overlooks th’ embattled hoft, and hopes the bloody day. 
The filver cuilhes firft his thighs infold : 

Then o’er his breafl: was brac’d the hollow gold : 

The brazen fword a various baldiick ty’d, 400 

That, flarr’d with gems, hung glittering at hJs fide j 
And, like the moon, the broad refulgent fhield 
Blaz’d with long rays, and gleam’d athwart the field. 

So to night- wandering failors, pale with fears. 

Wide o’er the watery wafte, a light appears, 405 
Which, on the far-feen mountain bkzmg high. 

Streams from fome lonely watch-tower to the fky : 

With mournful eyes they gaze, and gaze again ; 

Loud howls the ftorm, and drives them o’er the main. 

, Next, his high head the helmet grac’d ; behind 419 
The fweepy creft hung floating in the wind ; 

Like the red flat, that from Ms flaming hair 
Sliakes down difeafes, peftUence, and war; 

So 
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So ftream’d the golden honours from his head. 
Trembled the fparkling plumes, and the loofe glories 
Ihed. 41^ 

The chief beholds himfelf with wondering eyes ; 
His aims he poifes, and his motions tries ; 

Buoy’d by fome inward force, he feems to 
And feds a pihion lifting every limb. 

And now he fliakes Ins great paternal fpcar, 420 
Ponderous and huge ! whidi not a Greek could leau 
From Pelion’s cloudy top an afh entire 
Old Chiron fell’d, and fhap’d it for his lire | 

A fpear which ftern Achilles only wields. 

The death of heroes, and the dread of fields, 42 ^ 
Automedoii and Alcimus prepare 
Th* immortal courfers and the radiant car 
(The filver traces fweeping at their fide) ; 

Their fiery mouths refplendent bridles ty’d. 

The ivory-fiudded reins, return’d behind, 430 

Wav’d o’er their backs, and to the chariot join’d. 

The charioteer then whirl’d the lafii around. 

And fwift afeended at one adive bound. 

AH bright in heavenly arms, above his iqulre 
Achilles mounts, and fets the field on fire ; 435* 

Not brighter Phoebus, in th* etherial way. 

Flames from his chariot, and rellores the daj 
High o’er the hoft all terrible he ftands. 

And thunders to his fieeds thefe dread commands : 

Xanthus and Balius ! of Podarges* firain 4^0 
{Unlefs ye boaft that heavenly race in vain) 

Be fwift, be mindful of the load ye bear. 

And learn to make your niafter more your care i 
Vou XUX, P Through 
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'riiroiigli falling fquadrons bear my ilaiighterlng fu ord^ 
Nor, as }'C left Patroclus, leave your lord, 44^ 

The generous Xanthus, as the words he fald. 

Seem’d fenfible of woe> and droop'd his head : 
Trenjbling he flood before the golden wain, 

A’ld bow’d to dull the honours of his mane. 

When, flrange to tell I (fo Juno will’d) he broke 450 
Eternal filence, and portentous fpoke. 

Acbilles ! yes 1 this day at leail we bear 
Thy rage in fafety through the files of war : 

But come it will, the fatal time mull come. 

Nor cdi’s the fault, but God decrees thy doom. 45*^ 
Not through our crime, or flow nefs in the couife. 

Fell thy Patroclus, but by heavenly force ; 

The bright far-fhooting God who gilds the day 
(Confcfl wx faw him) tore his arms away. 

No — could our fwiftnefs o’er the w inds prevail, 4C0 
Or beat the pinions of the w-xflern gale. 

Ail were in vain — the Fates thy death demand. 

Due to a mortal and immortal hand# 

Then ceas’d for ever, by the Furies ty'd. 

His fateful voice. Th* intrepid <hief reply 'd, 46^ 

With unabated rage—So let it be! 

Portents and prodigies are lofl on me* 

I know my fate, to die, to fee no moie 
My much- lov’d parents, and my natu e fliore — 
Enough — when Heaven ordains, I fmk in night ; 4^0 
How perilb Troy I he faid, and rulh’d to fight* 
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The Battle of the Gods, and the ABls of Achilles. 

JUPITER, upon Aichilles's return to the battle, calls 
a council of the Gods, and permits them to alTill 
either party. The terrours of the battle defcribed, 
when the Deities are engaged. Apollo encourages 
JEneas to meet Achilles. After a long converfa- 
tion, thefe two heroes encounter; but -ffineas is 
preferved by the afiiftance of Neptune. Achilles 
^ falls upon the reft of the Trojans, and is upon the 
point of killing Heftor, but Apollo conveys him 
away in a cloud. Achilles purfues the Trojans with 
a great flaughter. 

The fame day continues. The fcene is in the field 

fcefore Troy, 
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T hus round Pelides breathing war and blood, 
Greece, fheath'd in arms, befide her vefTels flood 5 
While, near impending fromi a neighbouring height, 
Troy’s black battalions wait the fhock of fight. 

Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call 5 
The Gods to council in the Harry hall : 

Swift o’er Olympus’ hundred hills fhe flies. 

And fummons all the fenate of the llcies. 

Thefe fhining on, in long proceffion come 
To Jove’s eternal adamantine dome* lO 

Not one was abfent, not a rural Power, 

That haunts the verdant gloom, or rofy bower; 

Each fair-hair’d Dryad of the fhady wood. 

Each azure Sifter of the filver flood ; 

All but old Ocean, hoary Sire I who keeps 3 j 

His ancient feat beneath the facred deeps* 

On marble thrones with lucid columns crown’d 
(The work of Vulcan) fat the Powers around- 
Ev’n * he whole trident fways the watery reign. 
Heard the loud fummons, and forfook the main, 20 
Aflum’d his throne amid the bright abodes. 

And queftion’d thus the Sire of men and Gods: 

P s What 

Ne^tuncr 



What moves the God who heaven and eaith corn- 
And grafps the thunder in his awful hands, [mands, 
*]"hus to convene the whole asthcnal flate ? 25 

Js Greece and Troy the fubjed in debate ? 

Already met, the lowering holts appeal. 

And death ftands ardent on the edge of war. 

^Tis true (the Cloud-compelllng Fowei replies) 
This day, ‘we call the council of the Ikies 30 

In care of human race, ev^n Jove's own eye 
Sees with regret unhappy moitals die. 

Far on Olympus’ top m fecret Hate 
Ourfelf w ill fit, and fee the hand of F ate 
Work out our will, Celellial Powers ! defeend, 33 
And, as your minds dired, your fuccour lend 
To either hod. Troy foon mud lie o’erthrown. 

If uncontioPd Achilles dghts alone : 

Their troops but lately duid not meet his eyes ; 

What can they now, if in his rage he rife ? 40 

Aflift them, Gods! or Ilion’s facredwall 
Ma}' fall this day, though Fate forbids the fall. 

He faid, and dr’d their hea\ enly breads with rage : 

On adverfe parts the warring Gods engage. 

Hca\ en’s awful Queen ; and he whofe a2ure round 4^ 
Girds the lad globe; the Maid in arms renown'd ; 
Fiennes, of profitable arts the fire ; 

And Vulcan, the black fovereign of the fire ! 

Tliefe to the fleet repair wxth indant flight ; 

The velTels tiemble as the Gods alight. 50 

In aid of Troy, Latona, Phoebus, came. 

Mars fiery-heim'd, the laughter-loving Dame, 

* Xaathos, 
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Xanthus, \\liofe llreams in golden currents 
And the chafte Huntrcfs of the hlver bow. 

Ere yet the Gods their various aid employ, 5 5: 

Each Argive bofom fwelFd with manly joy. 

While great Achilles (terrour of the plain) 

•Long loft to battle, ftione in arms again. 

Dreadful he ftood in front of ail his hoft ; 

Fale Troy beheld, and feem’d already loft ; 6a 

Her braveft heroes pant with inward fear. 

And trembling fee another God of War. 

But when the Powers defcending fwelFd the %ht. 
Then tumult rofe ; fierce rage and pale aftiight 
Vaned each face; then Difeord founds alarms, 

Earth echoes, and the nations rufh to arms. 

Now through the tiembling fhores Mineiva calls. 

And now fhe thunders from the Grecian walls. 

Mars, hovering o’er his Troy, his terrours ftirouds 
In gloomy tempefts, and a night of clouds: 70 

Now through each Trojan heart he fury pours 
With voice di\inc, from Ilion^s topmoft towers; 

Now ftiouts to Simois from her beauteous lull ; 

The mountain fhook, the rapid ftreams ftood ftilL 
Above, the Sire of Gods his thunder rolls, 75 

And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. 

Beneath, ftern Neptune fliakes the folid ground 5 
The forefts wave, the mountains nod around ; 
Through all their fummits tremble Ida’s w oods. 

And from their fources boil her hundred floods. Sc 
Troy’s turrets totter on the rocking plain : 

Aad the tofs’d navies beat the heaving main* 

4 
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Deep in tlie difmal regions of the dead, 

Th’ infernal monarch rear'd his horrid head, 

Leap'd from his throne, left Neptune's arm ftiould lay 
His dark dominions open to the day. 

And pour-in light on Pluto's drear abodes, 

Abhorr’d by men, and dreadful ev'n to Gods. 

Such V* ar th' immortals wage : fuch horrours rend 
The world’s vaft concave, when the Gods contend* 50 
Firft filver-fhafted Phoebus took the plain 
Againft blue Neptune, monarch of the main : 

The God of Arms his giant bulk difplay'd. 

Oppos'd to Pallas, War's triumphant Maid. 

Againft Latona march'd the Son of May ; 

The quiver'd Dian, lifter of the Day 
(Her golden arrows founding at her fide) 

Saturnia, Majefty of Heaven, defy'd*^ 

With fiery Vulcan laft in battle ftands 

Tbs facred flood that rolls on golden fands ; j 00 

Xanthus his name with thofe of heavenly birth. 

But call'd Scamander by the fons of earth. 

While thus the Gods in various league engage, 
Achilles glow'd widi more than mortal rage : 

He^^or he fought; in fearch of He6:or turn’d toj 
His eyes around, for Hedor only burn'd ; 

And burft like lightning through the ranks, and vow'^d 
To glut the God of Battles with his blood, 

^neas was the firft who dar’d to ftay ; 

Apollo wedg'd him in the warriour's way, 

But fwell'd his bofom with undaunted might, 
Jliilf-forc’d, and half-perfuaded, to the fight# 


Like 
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Like young Lycaon, of the royal line. 

In voice and afpeft, feem’d the Power divine 5 
And bade the chief lefledl, how late with fcorn 11^, 
In diftant threats he brav’d the Goddefs-borni, 

Then thus the hero of Anchifes flrain : 

To meet Pelides, you perfuade in vain : 

Already have I met, nor void of fear 
Qbferv’d the fury of his fiying fpear^ 120 

Ida’s xvoods he chac’d us to the field. 

Our force he fcatter’d, and our herds he kill’d ; 
Lyrnefius, Pedafus, in alhes lay ; 

But (Jove afiifting) I furviv’d the day; 

Elfe had I funk, oppreft in fatal fight 
By fierce Achilles and Minerva’s might. 

Where’er he mov’d, the Goddefs fhone before,.. 

And bath’d his brazen lance in hollile gore. 

What mortal man Achilles can fuflain I •v 

Til’ immortals guard him through the dreadful plain, i 
And fufier not his dart to fall in vain. i 

Were God my aid, this arm Ihould check his power. 
Though ftrong in battle as a brazen tower. 

To whom the Son of Jove : That God implore. 
And be what great Achilles was before. 

From heavenly Venus thou deriv’ft thy ftrain. 

And he, but from a Sifier of the Main ; 

An aged Sea-god father of his Hne, 

But Jove liimfelf the facied fource of thine* 

Then Eft thy weapon for a noble blow, 140 

Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal foe. 

This faid, and fpint bieath’d into his breafi. 
Through the thick troops th^ embolden’d hero prefi: x 

His 
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Hib venturous ad the white-arm’d Queen furvey’d. 
And thus, alTembling all the Powers, fbe faid : 14- 

Behold an adion, Gods ! that claims your care; 
Lo great iEneas riifhing to the , 

Againll Pelides he direds his courfe, 

Phoebus impels, and Phoebus gives him force. 

Keftrain his bold career ; at leafl, t’ attend 1^0 

Our favour’d hero, let fomc Power defeend. 

To guard his life, and add to his renown. 

We, the great armament of heaven, came down. 
Plereafter let him fall, as P’ates defign, 

That fpun fo fhort his life’s illuftrious line : 

But, left fame adierfe God now crofs his way. 

Give him to know what Po’^ ers alfift this day : 

For how ftiall mortal ftand the dire alarms. 

When heaven’s refulgent hoft appear in arms ? 

Thus file : and thus the God whofe force can make 
The folid globe’s eternal bafts fhakc : 

Againft the might of man, fo feeble known, 

Why fliould ccieftial Pow ers exei t their o\\ n ? 

SufEce, from yonder mount to view the feene. 

And leave to war the fates of mortal men. 1 6 f 

But if th’ Armipotent, or God of light, 

Obftrud Achilles, or commence the ftghr. 

Thence on the Gods of Troy we fvv ift defeend : 

Full foon, I doubt not, fhall the conficl end , 

And thefc, in ruin and confufton IiuiTd, ijo 

yield to our conqueiing arms the loner woJd, 

Thus haling faid, the Tyiant of the Sea, 

Cerulean Neptune, rofc, and led the n ay. 
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Advanced upon the field there fiood a mound 
Of earth congefted, wall’d, and tiench’d around; 17^ 
In elder times to guard Alcides made 
(The \TOrk of Trojans, with Minerva’s aid) 

What- time a vengeful monfier of the main 
Swept the wide fhore, and drove him to the plain. 

Here Neptune and the Gods of Greece repair, 1 80 
With clouds encompafs’d, and a veil of air : 

The adverfe powers, aiound Apollo laid, 

Ciowm the fair hills that fiiver Simois lhade. 

In circle clofe each heavenly party fate. 

Intent to form the futuie fclieme of Fate ; 

But mix not yet in fight, though Jove on high 
Gives the loud fignal, and the heavens reply. 

Meanwdiiie the rufldng armies hide the ground ; 
The trampled centre vields a hollow found : 

Steeds cas’d in mail, and chiefs in armour bright, 190 
The gleamy champain glows with brazen light. 

Amid both holls (a dreadful fpace) appear 
There, great Achilles , bold iSneas, here. 

W^ith touering findes iEneas firft adianc’d. 

The nodding plumage on his helmet danc’d ; 19^ 

Spread o’er his breaft the fencing Ihield he bore. 

And, as he mov’d, his javelin flam’d before. 

Not fo Pelidcs : furious to engage. 

He rufh’d impetuous. Such the lion’s rage. 

Who, viewing firfl his foes with fcornfui eyes, 200 
Though all in arms the peopled city rife. 

Stalks carelefs on, with unregarding pride ; 

Till at the length, by fome brave youth defy’d, 

Ta 
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To his bold fpear the favage turns alone : 

He murmurs fury with an hollow groan ; 

He grinsj, he foams, he rolls his eyes around ; 

Lafh’d by his tail, his heaving Edes refound ; 

He calls up all his rage ; he grinds his teetli^ 

Refolv’d on vengeance, or refolv*d on death. 

So, fierce Achilles on iEneas flies j 2*1 a 

So Hands iEneas, and his force defies# 

Ere yet the ftem encounter join’d, begun 
The feed of Thetis thus to Venus’ fon : 

Why comes JEneas through the ranks fa far ? 

Seeks he to meet Achilles’ arm in war, zi '§ 

In hope the realms of Priam to enjoy,. 

And prove his merits to the throne of Troy ? 

Giant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies. 

The martial monarch may refufe the piize : 

Sons he has many : thofe thy pride may quell ; z%q 
And ’tis his fault to love thofe fons too welL 
Or, in reward of thy vidorious hand. 

Has Troy propos’d feme fpacious track of land J 
An ample foreft, or a fair domain. 

Of hill for vines, and arable for grain ? 

Ev’n this, perhaps, will hardly prote thy lot. 

But can Achilles be fo foon forgot ? 

Once (as I think) you faw this brandifli’d Ipear, 

And then the great iEneas feem’d to fear# 

With hearty hade from Ida’s mount he fieef, 23® 
Hor, till he reach’d LyrnefiTus, turn’d his head, 

Her lofty w^alls not long our progrefs Hald j 
Thofe, Pajlai, Jove, and we, in ruins Md; 
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in Grecian cliains her capture race were cafi: ; 

^Tis truCj, the great JEneas fled too fafl:* j 

Defrauded of mj conqueft once before. 

What then I loft, the Gods this day reftore* 

Go ; while thou may’ft, avoid the threatening fate ; 
Fools ftay to feel it, and are wife too late. 

^ To this Anchifes’ fon : Such words employ 24a 
To one that fears thee, fome unwarlike boy ; 

Such we difdain ; the beft may be defy^d 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride ; 
Unworthy the high race from which we came. 
Proclaim'd fo loudly by the voice of fame : 3545: 

Each from illuftrious fathers draws his line ; 

Each Goddefs-born ; half human, half dhine* 
Thetis', this day, or Venus' offspring, dies. 

And tears Ihall trickle from celeftial eyes : 

For when two heroes, thus deriv'd, contend, 250 
'*'Tis not in words the glorious ftrife can end* 

If yet thou farther feek to learn my birth 
(A tale refounded through the fpacious earth) 

Hear hoW" the glorious origin we prove 
From ancient Dardanus, the firft from Jove : 
Dardania's walls he rais'd ; for Ilion then 
(The city flnce of many-languag'd men) 

Was not* The natives were content to till 
The lhady foot of Ha's fountful HIL 
From Dardanus, great Erichthonius fprings, z 6 q 
The richeft, once, of Afla's wealthy kings ; 

Three thoufand marcs his fpacious paftures bred. 
Three thoufand foak bcfide their mothers fed* 
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Boreas, enamoui’d of the fprightly train, 

Cooceard his godhead in a flowing mane, 26^ 

With voice diflembled to his loves he neigh’d. 

And couis’d the dappled beauties o'er the mead : 
Hence fprung twehe others of iinrival’d kind, 

Sv ift as their mother mares, and father wind. 

Thefe, lightly Ikimming when they fwept the plain, 270 
Nor pi}’d the grafs, nor bent the tender giain ; 

And when along the let el feas they flew, 

Scaice on the furface curl’d the briny dew; 

Such Erichthonius was . from him there came 
The facred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 2j§ 
Three fons renown ’d adorn’d his nuptial bed. 

Tins, Aflaracas, and Ganymcd : 

The matchlefs Gahymed, divinely fair. 

Whom Heaven, enamour’d, fnatch’d to upper air 
.To bear the cup of Jove (aithcrial guefl, 283 

The grace and glory of th’ ambroflai feaflj. 

The two remaining fons the line divide : 

Firfl- rofe l^omedon from Hus’ flde ; 

From him Tithonius, now in cares grown old, 

And Priam (bled with Hedor, brave and bold ;j 28^ 
Clytius and Lampus, e\ er-honour’d pair; 

And Hicetaon, thundeibolt of war. 

Fiom great Aflarac us fprung Capys, he 
Begat Anchifes, and Anchifes me. 

Such is our race ; ’ds Fortune gives us birth, 293 
But Jove alone endues the foul with worth ; 

He, fource of power and might I with boundlefs fway. 
All human courage gives, or talces away, ^ 


Long 
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'fiOUg^in the field of words we may contend. 

Reproach is inhnite, and knows no end, 29^ 

Arm’d or with tiuth or falfehood, right or wrong 
(So voluble a weapon is the tongue) 

Wounded, \\ c wound ; and neither fide can fail, 

‘For e^ery man has equal Hrength to rail ; 

Women alone, when in the ftreets they jar, 300 
Perhaps excel us in this wordy war ; 

Like us they fland, encompafs’d with the croud. 

And vent their anger impotent and loud. 

Ceafe then— Our bufinefs in the field of fight 

Is not to queftion, but to prove, our might. 305; 

To all thofe infults thou hafi: offer'd here. 

Receive this anfwcr : 'tis my fiying fpear. 

He fpoke. With all his force the javelin flung. 
Fix’d deep, and loudly in the buckler lung. 

Far on his out-flreteh’d arm, Pelides held 31a 

(To meet the thundering lance) his dreadful fliicid. 
That trembled as it ftuck ; nor void of fear 
Saw, ere it fell, th’ immeafurable fpear. 

His fears were vain ; impenetrable charms 
Secur’d the temper of th’ aitherial arms. 3 1 ^ 

Through two ilrong plates the point its paffage held. 
But {lopp’d, and reted, by the third repell’d. 

Five plates of various metal, various mold. 

Compos’d the fliield 5 of brafs each outward fold. 

Of tin each inward, and the middle gold : 320 

There tuck the lance. Then rifing ere he threw. 

The forceful fpear of great Achilles ilew. 

And pierc’d the Dardan fhicid’s extremet bound, 
Where the fnrill brafs return’d a fnarper found : 

Throogll 
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‘Hirougli the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides^ 32 
And the flight covering of expanded hides* 

^neas his contra6led body bends. 

And o’er him high the riven targe extends. 

Sees, through its parting plates, the upper air. 

And at his back perceives the quivering fpcar ; jjo 
A fate fo near him chills his foul with fright 5 
And fwims before his eyes the many-colour ’d lights 
Achilles, lufliing in with dreadful ciies. 

Draws his broad blade, and at ^neas flies : 

^neas, roofing as the foe came on 3^^ 

(With force colleded) heaves a mighty ftone ; 

A mafs enormous ! w^hich in modern da} s 
No two of earth’s degenerate fons could raifc. 

But Ocean’s God, w^hofe earthquakes rock the ground, 
Saw the diftrefs, and mov’d the Powers around. 340 
Lo ! on the brink of fate iEneas Hands, 

An inftant viciim to Achilles’ hands ; 

By Phoebus urg’d : but Phoebus has beftow’d 
His aid in vain : the man overpowers the God. 

And can ye fee this righteous chief atone, 34^ 
With guiltlefs blood, for vices not his own ? 

To all the Gods Hs conflant vows w’-ere paid : 

Bure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our aid ! 
Fate wdlls not this ; nor thus can Jo^c reflgn 
The future Father of the Dardan line . 330 

TIk firft great anceftor obtain’d Ms grace. 

And Hill his love defeends on all the race ; 

For Priam now^, and Priam’s faithlefs kind. 

At length are odious to th’ albfeeing Mind ; 
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On great j^Bneas fliall devolve the reign. 

And fons fucceeding fons the lafting line fuftain. 

The great Earth-lhaker thus : to whom replies 
Th' imperial Goddefs with the radiant eyes ; 

Good as he is, to immolate or fpare 
•The Dardan Prince, O Neptune, be thy care; 360 
Pallas and I, by ail that Gods can bind. 

Have fworn deftruftioii to the Trojan kind 3 
Not ev’n an inHant to protra(fi their fate. 

Or fave one member of the finking fiate ; 

Till her lafi: flame be quench'd with her lafl gore, 365 
And ev'n her crumbling ruins are no more* 

The king of Ocean to the fight defcends. 

Through ail the whifiling darts his courfe he bends. 
Swift interpos'd between the warriours flies. 

And calls thick darknefs o'er Achilles' eyes* 3^0 
P’rom great yEneas Ihield the fpear he drew. 

And at his mailer’s feet the weapon threw* 

That done, with force divine he fnatch’d on high 
The Dardan Prince, and bore him through the Iky, 
Smooth-gilding without Hep, above the heads 
Of warring heroes, and of bounding Heeds : 

Till at the battle's utmofl: verge they light. 

Where the flow Cancans clofe the rear of fight 
The Godhead there (his heavenly form confefs'd) 

With words like thcfe the panting chief addrefs'd : 3S0 
What Power, O prince, with force inferior far. 
Urg’d thee to meet Achilles arm in war ? 

Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom. 
Defrauding Fate of all thy fame to come* 

Voi* XLIX. 
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But when the day decreed (for come it muilj 5S5 
Shall lay this dreadful hero in the dult. 

Let then the furies of that arm be known. 

Secure^ no Grecian force tranfcends thy own. 

With that, he left him, wondering as he lay. 

Then from Achilles chac'd the mid away : 590 ' 

Sudden, returning with theHream of light. 

The fcene of war came rufhing on his fight. 

Then thus amaz’d : What wonders Hrike my mind I 
My fpear, that parted on the wings of wind. 

Laid here before me ! and the Dardan lord, 59^ 
That fell this inftant, vanifh’d from my fword I 
I thought alone with mortals to contend. 

But Powers coeleftial fure this foe defend. 

Great as he is, our arm he fcarce will try. 

Content, for once, with all his Gods, to fly. 400 
Now then let others bleed — ^This faid, aloud 
He vents his fury, and inflames the croud, 

O Greeks (he cries, and every rank alarms) 

Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms! 

*Tis not in me, though favour’d by the Sky, 40^ 
To mow whole troops, and make whole armies fly ; 

No God can fingly fuch a hofl engage. 

Not Mars himfelf, nor great Minerva’s rage. 

But wliatfoe er Achilles can infpiie, 

Whate’er of a^flive force, or uBing fire : 4i<;? 

Whate’er this heart can prompt, or hand obey ; 

All, all Achilles, Greeks! is yours to-day. 
lliroiigh yon wide hofl: this arm fliail fcatter fear. 

And thin the fquadrons with my Angle fpear. 
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. HeMd: nor iefs elate witli martial jof^ 41^ 

The God-like Hedor warm'd the troops of Troy : 
Trojans to war I Think Hedor leads you on ; 

Nor dread the vaunts of Peieus' haughty fon. 

Deeds mufl: decide our fate* Ev'n thofe with words 
Infult the brave, who tremble at their fwords : 42 a 

The weakeft Atheifl:- wretch all Heaven deiies, 

But (brinks and (liudders when the thunder flies* 

Nor from yon boafter (hall your chief retire. 

Not though his heart were iieel, his hand were (ire ; 
That fire, that Heel, your Hedor fhould withftand, ^2^ 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 
Thus (breathing rage through all) the hero faid ; 

A wood of lances rifes round his head. 

Clamours on clamours tempeH all the air, 

‘They join, they throng, they thicken to the war* 45'o 
But Phoebus warns him from high heaven to ilrun 
The fmgle fight with Thetis' God-like fon ; 

!More fafe to combat in the mingled band. 

Nor tempt too near the terrours of his hand, 

^He hears obedient to the God of Liglit, 43'j 

And, plung'd within the ranks, a\^aits the fight* 

Then fierce Achilles, fhouting to the (kies. 

On Troy’s whole force with boundiefs fury flies. 

PlrH falls Iphytion, at his army’s head 5 

Bra^ e w as the chief, and brave the hofi: he ^ed ; 440 

P'rom great Otrynteus be deriv’d bis blood* 

His mother was a Nafs of the flood ; 

Beneath the (liadcs of Tmolus, crowned with fnow, 
P'rom Hyde’s .walls be rul’d the lands below,, 
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Fierce as he fprings, the fword his head divides ; 44 
The parted vifage fails on equal fides: ’ 

With loud-refounding arms he Unices the plain ; 

While thus Achilles glories o’er the flain : 

Lie there, Otryn tides ! the Trojan earth 
Receives thee dead, though Gygas boaH thy birth ; 43*0 ' 
Thofe beauteous fields where Hyllus’ waves aie roll’d. 
And plenteous Plermus fwells with tides of gold. 

Are thine no more — Th’ infulting hero faid. 

And left him fleeping in eternal fhade. 

The rolling wheels of Greece the body tore, 45 j 
And dafh’d their axles with no vulgar gore. 

Demoleon next, Antenor’s offspring, laid 
Breathlefs in duft, the price of rafhnefs paid. 

Th’ impatient fieel, with full-defcendingfway. 

Forc’d through his brazen helm its furious way ; ^60 
Refiftiefs drove the batter’d fkuli before. 

And dafh’d and mingled all the brains with gore. 

This fees Hippodamas, and, feiz’d with fright, 

Deferts his chariot for a fwifter flight : 

The lance arreis him : an ignoble wound 465 

The panting Trojan rivets to the ground* 

He groans away his foul : not louder roars. 

At Neptune’s fhrine on Helice’s high fhores. 

The vidim bull ; the rocks rebellow round. 

And Ocean liflens to the grateful found, 4^<5 

Then fell on Folydore his vengeful rage. 

The youngefl: hope of Priam’s floopsng age 
|Whofe feet fer fwiftnefs in the race furpafl) ; 

Of all his fons, the dearefl, and the lafl* 
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To tlie forbidden field lie takes bis Sight 47 5 

In the firfi: folly of a yonthfol knight. 

To vaunt his fwiftncfs, wheels around the plain. 

But vaunts not long, with all his fwiftnefs fiain. 

Struck where the crofiing belts unite behind, 

‘And golden rings |he double back-plate join’d: 48a 
Forth through the navel burfi: tlje thrilling fieel ; 

And on his knees with piercing fhrieks he fell ; ^ 

The rufhing entrails pour’d upon the ground 
His banc’s collet: ; and darknefs wraps him rounds 
When Heflor view’d, all ghaftly In his gore, 48 
Thusfadly fiain, th’ unhappy Polydore, 

A cloud of forrow overcafi; his fight 5 
His foul no longer brook’d the difiant fight. 

Full in Achilles’ dreadful ftont he came. 

And fhook his javelin like a waving flame# 490 

The fon of Peleus fees, with joy poflTefl:, 

His heart high-bounding in his riling breall : 

And, lo ^ the man, on whom black iates attend ; 

The man, that flew Achilles, in his fiieudl 
No more fnall Heiftor’s and Feiides’ fpear 49 j: 

Turn from each odier in the walks of war — 

Th^n with revengeful eyes he fcann’d him o’er ; 

Come, and receive thy fate ! He fpake no more. 

Hedor, undaunted, thus : Such words employ 
To one that dreads thee, fome unwarlike boy : 500 

Such we could give, defying and defy’d. 

Mean intercourfe of obloquy and pride I 
I know thy force to mine fuperior far; 

Bat Heaven alone confers fuccefs in war; 

0^3 Mein 



Mean as I am, the Gods may guide my dart, ” 

And give it entrance in a braver heart. 

Tlien parts the lance * but Pallas’ heavenly breath 
Far from Achilles wafts the winged death. 

The bidden dart again to Hedlor flies. 

And at the feet of its great mafler lies. ' 

Achilles clofes with his hated foe. 

His heart and eyes with flaming fury glow i 
But, prefent to his aid, Apollo Ihrouds 
The favour’d hero in a veil of clouds. 

TJirice flruck Pehdes with indignant heart, 51 j 

Thrice in impaflive air he plung’d the dart : 

The fpear a fourth time buiy’d in the cloud; 

He foams with fjiry, and exclaims aloud : 

Wretch I thou hafl: ’fcap’d again, once more thy fiiglrt 
Has fay’d thee, and the partial God of Light. 52a 
But long thou flialt not thy juft fate withftand. 

If any Power aflift Achilles’ hand. 

Fly then, inglorious ! but thy flight this day 
Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghofts fhall pay. 

With that, he gluts his rage on numbers flain : 52^ 

Then Dryops tumbled to th’ enfanguin’dplain. 

Pierc’d through the neck : he left him panting there. 
And flopp’d Demuchus, great Philetor’s heir, 

Giga*ntic chief! deep gafli’d th’ enormous blade. 

And for the foul an ample paflage made. 530 

Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 

The valiant fons of an unhappy Are ; 

Both in one inftant from the chariot hurl’d, 

Sunk in one inftant to the nether worlds 

This 
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^Is diifFerence only tlielr fad fates afford, 535 

That one the fpear deftroy’d, and one the fword. 

Nor lefs unpity’d young AMor bleeds ; 

In vain his youth, in vain his beauty, pleads : 

In vain he begs thee with a fuppliant^s moan. 

To fpare a form, an age, fo like thy own I 540 

Unhappy boy ! no prayer, no moving art. 

E'er bent that fierce, inexorable heart ! 

While yet he trembled at his knees, and cry’d; 

The ruthlefs faulchion ope'd his tender fide ; 

The panting liver pours a flood of gore, 5*4 

That drowns his bofom till he pants no more. 

Through Mulius’ head then drove th’ impetuous fpear. 
The warrioiir falls, transfix'd from ear to ear* 

Thy life, Echeclus! next the fword bereaves, 

Deep through the front the ponderous faulchion cleaves 5 
Warm'd in the brain the fmoking weapon lies. 

The purple death comes floating o'er his eyes. 

Then brave Deucalion dy'd : the dart was flung 
Where the knit nerves the pliant elbow flrung ; 

He dropt his arm, an unafiifting v eight, 535 

And flood all impotent, expefting fate ; 

Full on his neck the falling faulchion fped. 

From his broad fhoulders hew'd his cxefted head : 

Forth from the bone the fpinal marrow flies. 

And funk in dull the corpfe extended lies, ^60 

Rhigmus, whofe race from fruitful Thracia came, 

(The foil of Pireus, an illuflnous name) 

Succeeds to fate : the fpear his belly rends; 

Prone from his car the thundering chief defeends : 

0^4 Th© 
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The fquire, who faw expiring on the ground 56 
His proftrate mafter, rein'd the fteeds around : 

His back fcarce turn'd, the Pelian javelin gor'd. 

And ftretch'd the fervant o'er his dying lord. 

As when a flame the winding valley fills. 

And runs on crackling fhrubs between the hills; 57^ 
Then o'er the fiubble up the mountain flies. 

Fires the high woods, and blazes to the ikies. 

This way and that the fpreading torrent roars ; 
Sofweeps the hero through the wafted ihores: 

Around him wide, immenfe deftruclion pours, 57 
And earth is delug'd with the fanguine ihowers. 

As, with autumnal han^efts cover'd o'er. 

And thick beftrown, lies Ceres' facred floor ; 

When round and round, with never-weary’d pain. 
The trampling fleers beat out th' unnumber'd grain 5 
So the fierce courfers, as the chariot rolls. 

Tread down whole ranks, and cruih out heroes’ Ibujs* 
Daih'd from their hoofs, while o'er the dead they fly. 
Black, bloody drops the fmoking chariot dye: 

The fpiky wheels through heaps of carnage tore ; 58 ^ 
And thick the groaning axles dropp'd with gore. 

High o'er the fcene of death Achilles flood, 

AH grim with duft, all horrible in blood : 

¥et ftill infatiate, flill with rage on flame; 

Such is the lull of never-dying fame I jgc 
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ARGUMENT. 

The Battle in the River Scamander, 

THE Trojans fly before Achilles, feme towaids the 
town, others to the river Scamander : he falls upon 
the latter with great daughter ; takes twelve captii es 
alive, to facrifice to the fhade of Patroclus , and kiHi 
Lycaon and Afteropseus. Scamander attacks him 
with all his waves ; Neptune and PaJJas affifl the hero; 
Simois joins Scamander, at length Vulcan, by the 
inftigation of Juno, almoft dries tip the rh ei . This 
combat ended, the other Gods engage each other. 
Meanwhile Achilles continues the daughter, drives 
the red into Troy: Agenor only makes aftand, and 
is Conveyed away in a clond by Apollo; who (to de- 
lude Achilles) takes upon him Agenor's fhape, and, 
while he purfues him in that difguife, gives the 1 ro- 
jans an opportunity of retiring into their city. 

The fame day continues. The feene is on the 
banks and in the dream of Scamander, 
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A n D now to Xantlius gliding ftream they drorc, 
Xanthus, immortal progeny of Jove. 

The river here divides the flying train, 
fart to the town fly diverfe o’er the plain. 

Where late their troops triumphant bore the flght : 5 

Now chac’d, and trembling in ignoble flight 
(Thefe with a gather’d mill: Saturnia fhrouds. 

And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds). 

Fart plunge into the ftream: old Xanthus roars. 

The flaihing billows beat the whiten’d (hores : 10 

With cries promifcuous all the banks refound : 1 " 

And here, and there, in eddies whirling round, r 
The flouncing Heeds and flirieking warriours drown’d. J 
As the fcorch’d locufls from theiir fields retire. 

While fMl behind them runs the blaa&e of fire ; i J 
Driv’n from the land before the fmoky cloud* 

The cluftering legions rufh into the flood ; 

So, plung’d in Xanthus by Achilles’ force, 

Foars the refounding furgc with men and horfe. 

His 
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His bloody lance the hero calls afide 
{Which fpreading tamarilks on the margin hide ) ; 
Then, like a God, the rapid billows braves. 

Arm'd with his fword high-brandifh'd o'er the waves : 
Now down he plunges, now he whirls it lound. 

Deep groan'd the wateis with the dying found 3 2j 
Repeated wounds the reddening river dy'd. 

And the vt^arm purple ciicled on the tide. 

Swift through the foamy flood the Trojans fly. 

And clofe in rocks or winding caverns lie : 

So, the huge Dolphin tempelling the main, ^0 

In^fhoals before him fly the fcaly train, 

Confus’dly heap'd they feek their inmofl: caves. 

Or pant and heave beneath the floating waves. 

Now, tir’d with daughter, from the Trojan band 
Twelve chofen youths he drags alive to land ; 3 j 

With their rich belts their captive arms conllrains 
(Late their proud ornaments, but now their chains). 
Thefe his attendants to the Ihips convey'd. 

Sad vidims! deftin'd to Fatroclus' lhade. 

Then, as once more he plung'd amid the flood, 40 
The young Lycaon in his paflage flood. 

The fon of Priam ; whom the hero's hand 
But late made captive in his father’s land 
(As from a fycamore> his founding flee! 

Lopp'd the.grecn arms to fpoke a chariot wheel) 5 4 j 

To Lemnos ifle he fold the royal Have, 

Where Jafon's fon the price demanded gave ; 

But kind Eetion touching on the Ihore, 

The ramfom'd prince to f«dr Arifle horn. 


Ten 



ILIAD, Book XXL a 57 

Tea dafs were paft, fince in liis father’s reign 50 
He felt the fweets of liberty again ; 

The next, that God whom men in vain withftand. 
Gives the fame youth to the fame conquering hand ; 
Now never to return ! and doom’d to go 
"A fadder journey to the fhades below. 5 

His well-known face when great Achilles ey’d 
(The helm and vifor he had call afide 
With wild affright, and dropp’d upon the held 
His ufelefs lance and unavailing fhield) 

As, trembling, panting, from the iiream he fed, 60 
And knock’d his faultering knees, the hero faid : 

* Ye mighty Gods I what wonders ftrike my view ! 

Is it in vain our conquering arms fubdue ? 

Sure I fhall fee yon heaps of Trojans kill’d. 

Rife from the fhades, and brave me on the field : 65 

As now the captive, whom fo late I bound 
And fold to Lemnos, flalks on Trojan ground I 
Not him the fea’s unmeafur’d deeps detain. 

That bar fuch numbers from their native plain : 

Lol he returns. Try, then, my flying fpear 1 76 

Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer ; 

If earth at length this active prince can feize. 

Earth, whofe ftrong grafp has held down Hercules. 

Thus while he fpake, the Trojan pale with fears 
Approach’d, and fought his knees with fuppliant tears ; 
Loth as he was to yield his youthful breath. 

And his foul fhivering at th’ approach of death, 
Achilles rais’d the fpear, prepar’d to wound ; 

He kifs’d his feet, extended on the ground : 

2 And 
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And while, above, the fpear fufpended ftood, S© 
Longing to dip its thirlly point in blood. 

One hand embrac’d them clofe, one ftopt the dart. 
While thus thefe melting words attempt his heart : 

Thy well-known captive, great Achilles ! fee. 

Once more Lycaon trembles at thy knee. 85 

Some pity to a fuppliant’s name afford. 

Who fhai’d the gifts of Ceres at thy board ; 

Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bore. 

Far from his father, friends, and native ihore; 

‘A hundred oxen were his price that day, 90 

Now fums immenfe thy mercy fhall repay. 

Scarce refpited from woes I yet appear. 

And fcarce twelve morning funs havefeen me here; 

Lo I Jove again fubmits me to thy hands. 

Again, her vidim ciuel Fate demands I 95 

I fprung from Priam and Laothoe fair 
{Old Alte’s daughter, and Lelegia’s heir; 

Who held in Pedafus his fam’d abode. 

And rul’d the fields where filver Satmo flow’d) : 

Two fons (alas I unhappy fons) fhebore; 100 1 
For, ah ! one fpear fhall drink each brother’s gore, r 
And I fucceed to flaughter’d Polydore. ^ 

How from that arm of tcrrour ihall I fly ? 

Some daemon urges ! ’tis my doom to die ! 

If every yet foft pity touch’d thy mind, loj 

Ah ! think not me too much of Hedor’s kind I 
Not the fame mother gave thy fuppliant breath, 

With his, who wrought thy lov’d Patroclus’ death. 

Thefe words, attended with a fliower of tears. 

The youth addreft to unrelenting ears ; 1 1 

Talk 
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Talk not of life, orranfom, {He repHesJ 
Patrodus dead, whoever meets me dies: 

In vdn a fmgle Trojan fues for grace; 

But leaft, the fons of Priam's hateful race. 

Die then, my friend ! what boots it to deplore ? 115^ 

’The great, the good Patrodus is no more! 

He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die. 

And thou, doll thou be\^ail mortality 
Seeft thou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn. 

Sprang from a hero, from a Goddefs born ; 12a 

The day Ihall come {which nothing can avert) 

When by the fpear, the arrow, or the dart. 

By night or day, by force or by defign, 
impending death and certain fate are mine. 

Die then — he faid : and, as the word he fpoke, 12^ 
71 ie fainting tripling funk before the ftroke : 

His hand forgot its grafp, and left the fpear : 

While all his trembling frame confeft his fear ; 

Sudden, Achilles his broad fword difplay'd. 

And buried in his neck the reeking blade. 1 50 

Prone fell the youth ; and, panting on the land. 

The guflimg purple dy’d the thirfty fand ; 

^JTe vidor to the ftream the carcafe ga%’-e. 

And thus infults him, doatingon the wave ; ^ 

Lie there, LycaonI let the filh fuiround ijjj 

Tliy bloated corpfe/and fuck thy gory wound : 

There no fad mother Ihall thy funerals weep. 

But fwift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 

Whofe every wave fome watery monger brings,- 
To feaft unpuniih'd on. the fat of kings. i%a 

Sa 
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Such ruin theirs, and fuch compalTion mine. 

What boots you now Scamander’s worlhip'd ilream. 
His earthly honours, and immortal name? 

In vain your immolated bulls are ilain, 

Your living courfers glut his gulphs in vain : 

Thus he rewaids you, with this bitter fate; 

Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is compleat; 

Thus IS aton'd Patroclus’ honour'd fhade. 

And the Ihort ab fence of Achilles paid. j^o 

Thefe boaftful words provoke the raging God; 

With fury fwells the violated flood. 

What means divine may yet the Power employ. 

To check Achilles, and to refcue Troy ? 

Meanwhile the hero fprings in arms, to dare i u 
The great Afleropeus to mortal war ; 

The fon of Pelagon, whofe lofty line 
Flows from the fource of Axis, flream divine ! 

(Fair Peribsea's love the God had crown'd. 

With all his refluent waters circled round). x6q 

On him Achilles rufh'd : he fearlefs flood. 

And Ihook two fpears, advancing from the flood; 

The flood impelFd him, on Pelides' head 
T' avenge his waters chok'd with heaps of dead. 

Near as they drew, Achilles thus began : 165 

What art thou, boldeft of the race of man ? 

Who, or from whence ? Unhappy is the fire 
“Whofe fon encounters our reflftiefs ire. 

O fon of Peleus ! what avails to trace 
{Reply 'd the warriour) our illuflrious race? 17® 
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iFrom ricli P^onia’s vallfeys I command. 

Arm'd with portended fpears, my native band $ 

Now fliines the tenth bright morning iince I came 
In aid of Ilion to the fields of fame: 

Axiiis, who fwells with all the neighbouring rills, 1 75* 
'And wide around the floated region fills. 

Begot my fire, w^hofe fpear fuch glory won : 

Now lift thy arm, and try that hero's fon I 

Threatening he faid : tlie iiofiile chiefs advance 5 
At once Afleropeas difeharg'd each lance 1 80 

(For both his dexterous hands the lance could v elkl) 
One fiiuck, but pierc'd not the Vulranian fin'eld; 

One ra//d Achilles’ hand ; thefpoutiog blood 
Spun forth, in earth the fafien'd tveapon fl:oc«d. 

Like Hgliining next the Felun javelin flics; 387 

Its erring fmy hifs d along the ikies ; 

llcep in tlieFvelIjng bank was driv'n the fpear, 

E\'n to the middle earth'd ; and quiver'd there. 

Then from ids fide the fwoid Pelides diew, 

And on his foe ith doubled fury flew* 1 ^^0 

The foe thrice tugg'd, and fnook the rooted wood| 
Hcpulfive of his might the weapon flood : 

The fourth, he tries to break the fpear, in vain ; 

Bent as he Hands, he tumbles to the plain ; 

His belly open'd with a ghafliy wounds i ^ j 

The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 

Beneath the hero's feet he panting lies. 

And his eye darkens, and his fpint flies : 

'VI hile the proud vi<flor thus triumphing faid. 

His radiant armour tearing from the dead t 
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So ends thy glory I Such the fate they prore^ 

Who flrivx prefumptuous with the fons of Jove. 

Sprung from a river, didfl: thou boaft thy line ? 

Bi’t great Saturnius is the fource of mine. 

How durft thou vaunt thy watery progeny ? 205 

OfPeleus, ^acus, and Jove, ami; 

The race of thefe fuperior far to thofe. 

As he that thunders to the Hream that Sows. 

What rivers can, Scamander might have Oiown ; 

But Jove he dreads, nor wars againft his fon, 21 d 
Ev*n Achelous might contend in vain. 

And all the roaring billows of the main. 

Th’ eternal ocean, from whofe fountains flow" 

Thefeas, the rivers, and the fprings below. 

The thundering voice of Jove abhors to hear, 2 1 ^ 
And in his deep abyflfes lhakes with fear. 

He f*dd ; then from thebanlc his javelm tore,. 

And left the breathlefs warriour in his gore. 

The floating tides the bloody carcafe lave. 

And beat againfl: it, wave fucceeding wave ; 22a 

Till, roll’d between the banks, it lies the food 
Of curling eels, and fifhes of the flood. 

All fcatter’d round the flream (their mightieil: ilain) 
Th’ amaz’d Fajonians fcour along the plain : 

He vents Ms fury on the flying crew, 225 

Thrafius, Aftypylus, and Mnefius flew ; 

Mydon, Therfilochus, with iEnius fell ; 

And numbers more his lance had plung’d to hell ; 

But from ihe bottom of his gulphs profound, 

Scamander fpoke 5 the Ihores return’d the found : 2 30 

Oflrft 
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O firH of mortals I {for the Gods are thine) 

In valour raatchlefs, and in force divine 1 
If Jove have given thee every Trojan head, 

'’Tis not on me thy rage fliould heap the dead. 

See 1 my chok’d Hieams no more their courfe can keep; 
* Nor roil their wonted tribute to the deep. 

Turn, then, impetuous ^ from our injur’d flood; 
Content, thy flaughteis could amaze a God, 

In human form confefs’d before his eyes, 

The river thus ; and thus the chief replies : 24a 

O facred ilream ! thy word we fhall obey ; 

But not till Troy the deflin’d vengextnee pay : 

Not till within her toweis the perjur’d train 
Shall pant, and tremble at our arms again : 

Not till proud Hedlor, guardian of hei v.all, 245 
Or ilain this lance, or fee Achilles fall. 

. He laid ; and diove with fury on the foe. 

Then to the Godhead of the fdver bow 
The yellow flood began : O Son of }o\ e ! 

Was not the mandate of the Sire abo\ e 2 

Full and exprefs ? that Bhcebus Ihcn id employ 
His facred arrows in defence of Troy, 

And make her conquer, till H} perion’s fall * 

In fa! darkaefs hide the face of all ? 

He fpoke in vnin — ^the chief without difmaj 
Ploughs through the boiling furge his defperate w a) . 
Then, riling In his rage above the lliores. 

From all Ins deep the bellowing ritci icars, 

Fluge heaps of Ilain difgorges on the coaft. 

And round the banks the ghaftly dead ar^ toll^ , 

R 2 
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While all before, the billows rang’d on high 
{A wateiy buWark) ilcreen the bands who fly. 

Now burning on his head with thundering found. 

The falling deluge whelms the hero lound ; 

His loaded fhield bends to the milling tide ; 26^ 

Plis feet, upborn, fcarce the iliong flood divide, 
Siiddermg, and ilaggering. Qu the border flood 
A fpieading elm, that o^^erhung the flood ; 

He fciz’d a bending bough, his Heps to flay ; 

The plant, uprooted, to his weight gave, 270 

Heaving the bank, and undermining all ; 

Loud flafli the waters to the rufhing fall 
Of ihe thick foliage. The large trunk difplay’d 
Bridg’d the rough flood acrofs : the hero flay’d 
On this his weight, and, rais’d upon his hand, 27 J 
Leap’d from the channel, and regain’d the land. 

Then blacken’d the wild waves ; the murmar rofe ; 
The God purfucs, a huger billow throws, 

Andburfts the bank, ambitious to deflroy 
The man whofe fury is the fate of Troy. 280 

He, like the warlike eagle, fpeecls his pace 
(Swdftcft and flrongeft of th’ aerial race) 

Far as a fpear can fly ; Achilles fprings 
At every bound ; his clanging armour rings : 

Now here, now theie, he turns on every fide, 28^ 
And winds his courfc before the following tide ; 

The waves flow after, wherefoe’er he wheels. 

And gather fail, and murmur at his heels. 

So, when a peafant to his garden brings 

Soft nils of water from the bubbling firings, 2 go 

And 
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And calls the floods from high, to blefs his bowers. 
And feed with pregnant flreams the plants and flowers ; 
Soon as he clears whale 'er their pafTage flaid. 

And marks the future curicnt with his fpaJe, 

Swift o’er the rolling pebbles, down the hiilsji apj 
’Louder and louder purl the falling rilh; 

Before him fcattering, they prevent his pains. 

And iliine in mazy wanderings o’ei the plains. 

Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
Still fwift Scamander rolls where’er he flies : jeo 

Not all his fpeed efcapes the rapid floods ; 

The fird of men, but not a match for Gods. 

Oft as he turn’d the torrent to oppofe. 

And bravelv try if all the Powers w^ere foes ; 

So oft the fiirge, in v, atery mountains fpread, 3^5 
Ik'ats on his back, or burfls upon Ins head. 

Yet daiiinlcfb flill the adicrfe flood he braves. 

And ihll indignant bounds above the weaves 
"IhrM by the toies, li^ knees lelax vith toil ; 

VvaOx’d fiom bcnfarli Mm fades the flimy foil : 3 

When thus (Ins e}cs r.n heaven’s expnllon thrown) 

Forth buifls the hero with an angry groan: 

Is there no Cod Achilks to befriend. 

No Power t’ a^icrt Ins aiiferable end ? 

Prevent, oh Jove! this ignoininioiis date, 31 j 

And make my future life the fport of Fate. 

Of all Heaven’s oracles believ’d in vain. 

But moft cf Thetis, mull her fon complain ; 

By Phcebiis’ darts flie propheiied my fall. 

Inglorious arms before the Trojan wall. 

^5 
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Oh! had I died in fields of battle waim. 

Stretch’d like a hero, hy a hero’s arm ! 

Might Heitor’s fpear this dauntlefs bofom rend. 

And my fwift foul o’eitake my ilaughter’d friend ! 

Ah, no ! Achilles meets a Ihameful fate. 

Oh ' how unworthy of the brave and great I 
Like fome vile fwain, whom on a rainy day, 

Croffing a ford, the torrent fweeps away. 

An unregarded carcafe, to the fea. 

‘ Neptune and Pallas hafte to his relief. 

And thus in human form addrefs the chief. 

The power of Ocean firil: : Forbear thy fear, 

O fon of Peleus 1 Lo, thy Gods appear ! 

Behold ! from Jove defcending to thy aid. 

Propitious Neptune, and the blue-ey’d Maid. 

Stay, and the furious flood fliall ceafe to rave : 

^Tis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. 

But thou, the counfel Heaven fuggefts, attend! 

Nor breathe from combat, nor thy fword fufpend, 

Till Troy receive her flying fons, till all 340 

Her routed fquadrons pant behind their wall : 

Hcdlor alone fliall Hand his fatal chance. 

And Pleftor’s blood lhail fmoke upon thy lance. 

Thine is the glory doom’d. Thus fpake the Gods : 
Then fwift afcended to the bright abodes. 345 

Stung with new ardour, thus by Heaven impelFd, 

He fprings impetuous, and invades the field ; 

O’er all th’ expanded plain the waters fpread ; 

Heap’d on the bounding billows dance the dead. 
Floating ’midfl: fcatter’d arms ; while cafques of gold 
Aai turn’d-up bucklers glitter’d as they roll’d* 

High 
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HigH o^'er tlie furging tide, by leaps and bounds, 

He wades and mounts ; the parted wave refounds. 

Not a whole river flops the heio’s courfe. 

While Pallas Ms him with immortal foice. 555 

With equal rage, indignant Xanthus roais. 

And lifts his billows, and overwhelms his fhorcs. 

Then thus to Simois : Hafte, my bi other flood ! 

And check this mortal, that controls a God ; 

Om bravefl: heroes elfe fhall quit the fight, jtto 

And liion tumble fiom her towery height. 

Call then thy fubjed flrcams, and bid them roar. 

From all thy fountains fwell thy watery flore, 

W^ith broken rocks, and with a load of dead. 

Charge the black furge, and pour it on bis head. 565 
Mark how refifllefs through the floods he goes. 

And boldly bids the warring Gods be foes! 

But nor that force, nor form divine to fight. 

Shall aught avail him, if our rage unite : 

^^/^^hclm’d under our dark gulphs thofeasms fliall lie. 
That blaze fo dreadful in each Trojan eve. 

And deep beneath a fandy mountain hurfd. 

Immers’d remain this terrour of the world. 

Such ponderous ruin fhall confound the place. 

No Greek fhall ere his perifhy relicks grace, 37 7 
No hand his bones fhall gather, or inhume; 

Thefehis Cold rites, and this his watery tomb. 

He faid ; and on the chief defeends amain. 

Increas’d with gore, and fwelling with the flain* 

Then murmuring from his beds, he boils, he ra'v es. 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves ; 

R 4 At 
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At every Hep, before Achilles Hood 

The crimfoii fvrge, and delug’d him with blood. 

Fear touch’d the Queen of Heaven : Ihe faw difmay’ci 
She caird aloud, andfummon’d Vulcan’s aid : 385 

Rife to Lie war! th’ infulting flood requires 
Thy ^vafteful aim : alTemble all thy fires 1 
While to thcii aid, by cur command enjoin’d, 

Rufli the f’Aiit eaftern and the weHern wind . 

Tliefe from old Ocean at my word fhall blow, 39a 
Pour the red torrent on the watery foe, 

CorpR's and arms to one blight ruin torn. 

And hiding rl/ers to their bottoms burn. 

Go, mighty in thy rage I difplay thy power. 

Blink the whole flood, the crackling trees devour, 393 
Scoich all the banks I and (till our voice reclaim) 
Phvcit th’ unwearied furies of the flame ! 

1 ’lic Pover ignipotent her word obeys: 

Wide o'er the plain he pours the boundlefs blaze ; 

At once coofumes the dead, and dries the foil, 40a 
And the ill runic waters in their channel boil. 

Aswlien autumnal Boreas f\\ ecps the Iky, 

And inflant blows the water’d gardens dry : 

^o icop \l t!«e flclil, fo whiten’d w*as the ground, 

Vv’liile Vukan bieath’d the fiery bLill around. -tfoy 
b' wilt on the feJgy lecds the luinpieysj 
Along the the margin winds the lanning blaze: 

1 he tiees in flaming rows to aflics turn, 

1 he flowery lotos and the tamarilk burn, 

Prbad tim, and cyprefs nflng in a fpire; 410 

1 he w atery wdllowb Infs before the fire^ 
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Now glow tlie waves, the fiflies pant for breath. 

The eels lie twifting in the pangs of death : 

Now flounce aloft, now dive, the fcaly fry. 

Or, gafping, torn their bellies to the Iky, 

At length the iiver lear’d lus languid head, 

'And thus, fliort-panting, to the God he faid : 

Oh, Vulcan! oh! hat pot^-cr rcflfls thy might ? 

I faint, I fink, unequal to the flgbt — 

I } ield — Let Ilion fall, if Fate decree; 42a 

Ah — bend no more thy fiery arms on me 1 

He ceas'd ; wide conflagration blazing round ; 

The bubbling waters } icld a Iiiifmg found. 

As when the flames beneath a caldion rife. 

To melt the fat of feme rich facrifice. 

Amid the fierce embrace of circling fires 
The waters foam, the heavy fmoke afpires : 

So boils th' imprifon'd flood, forbid to flow. 

And, chok'd with vapours, feels his bottom glow. 

To Juno then, imperial Queen of Air, 




The burniiig river fends Lis earncil pr 


ver: 


Ah, why, Sat jrnia I mufl thy Ton engage 
Me, only me, with all his v afleffl rage ? 

On other Gods his dreadful arm employ. 

For mightier Gods aflert the caufe of Troy, 
Submiliive I defifl, if thou command ; 

But, ah ! withdraw this alLdeflroying hand. 
Hear then my foleron oath, to ) ieid to Fate 
LTnaided Ilion, and her deflin'd flate. 

Til! Greece fliall gird her with dellrudive flame. 
And in one rum fink the Trojan name# 
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His warm intreaty touched Saturnia’s ear : 

She bade tli’ Ignipotent his rage forbear. 

Recall the flame, nor in a mortal caufe 

Jnfefl: a God: th’ obedient flame withdraws: 445 

Again, the branching flreams begin to fpread. 

And foft le-murmnrin their wonted bed. 

While thefe by Juno's will the flrife reflgn. 

The warring Gods in fierce contention join : 
Re-kindling rage each heavenly breafl alarms ; 450 

With horrid clangor fhock'd th* astherial arms : 

Heaven in loud thunder bids the trumpet found ; 

And wide beneath them groans the rending ground. 
Jove, as his fport, the dreadful feene defenes, 

.And views contending Gods with carelcfs eyes. 455 
The Power of Battles lifts his brazen fpear. 

And flrfl: aflaults the radiant Queen of War : 

Wdiat mov’d thy madnefs thus to difunite 
.^therial minds, and mix all Heaven in flght ? 

•What wonder this, when in thy frantic mood 460 
Thou drov’fl: a mortal to infult a God ? 

Thy impious hand Tydides' javelin bore. 

And madly bath'd it in ceieftial gore. 

He fpoke, and fmote the loud-refounding fliield. 
Which bears J ove*s thunder on its dreadful field ; 465 

The adamantine asgis of her fire. 

That turns the glancing bolt and forked fire. 

Then heav'd the Goddefs in her mighty hand 
A ftone, the limit of the neighbouring land. 

There fix'd from eldefi: times ; black, craggy, vafl: : 
This at the heavenly homicide Ihe call. 
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Thundering lie falls, a mafs of monftrous fize ; 

And feven broad acres covers as he lies. 

The Running flroke his flubborn nerves unbound ; 

Loud o’er the fields his ringing arms refound : .f 75 

The fcornful dame her conquefl views with fmiles. 

And, glorying, thus the profirate God reviles : 

Hail thou not yet, infatiate fury ! known 
How far Minerva’s force tianfcends thy own ? 

Juno, whom thou rebellious dared withdand, 4S® 

Correds thy folly thus by Pallas’ hand ; 

Thus meets thy broken faith with jud difgrace. 

And partial aid to Troy’s perfidious race. 

llie Goddefs fpoke, and turn’d her eyes away. 

That, beaming round, diiFus’d celedial day, 

Jove’s Cyprian daughter, dooping on the land. 

Lent to the wounded God her tender hand : 

Slowly he nfes, fcarcely breathes with pain. 

And, propt on her fair arm, forfakes the plain. 

This the bright Emprefs of the heavens furv^ey’d, 490 
And, fcofiing, thus to Wat’s vidorious Maid: 

Lo 1 what an aid on Mars’s fide is feen I 
The Smiles* and Loves’ unconquerable Queen! 

Mark with what infolence, in open view. 

She moves : let Pallas, if die dares, purfue. 495' 
Minerva fmiling heard, the pair o’ertook. 

And flightly on her bread the wanton drook : 

She, unrefiding, fell (her fpirits fled) ; 

On earth together lay the lovers fpread ; 

♦ And like thefe heroes, be the fate of all 500 

(Minerva cries) who guard the Trojan wall! 


Tq 



,851^ POPE’S HOMER. 

To Grecian Gods fuch let the Phrygians be. 

So diead, fo fierce, as Verms is to me; 

Then from the lowefi: fione fhall Troy be mov'd — 

Thus fhe; and Juno wiih a fmile approv'd. 

Meantime, to mix in more than mortal fight. 

The God of Ocean daies the God of Light : 

What ficth hath feiz’d us, when the fields around 
Ring with confiidting powers, and heaven returns the 
found ? 

Shall, ignominious, wx with fhame retire, 510 

No tked pel form'd, to oar Olympian Sire ? 

Come, pro/e thy arm I for firil the war to wage. 

Suits not my greatnefs, or fuperior age : 

Rafli as thou art to prop the Trojan throne 
(Forgetful of my wrongs, and of thy own) 515- 
And guard the race of proud Laomedonl 
Haft thou forgot how, at the monarch's prayer. 

We fiiar'd the lengthen'd labours of a year ? 

Troy's wall I rais’d (for fuch were Jove’s commands) 
And yon proud bul walks grew beneath my hands : 52a 
Thy ta& it was to feed the bellowing dro\es 
Along fair Ida's vales and pendent groves. 

Eut when the circling feafonsin their tiain 
Brougl^t back the grateful day th?t crown'd our pain. 
With xnenace fternthe fraudful hi ig dofy'd 525* 
Our latent Godhead, and die pn/e deo} ’d : 

Mad as he was, he threaten'd fen ile bands. 

And doom'd us exiles far in baibarous lands. 

Incens’d, we hemenward fied with fwifteft wing, 

And dciHii'd vengeance on the perjur'd king. po 
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Doft thou, for this, afford proud Ilion grace. 

And not, like us, infefl the faithlefs- race ; 

Like us, their prefent, future fons deftroy. 

And from its deep foundations heave their Troy ? 

Apollo thus : To combat for mankind, yjy 

Til fuits the wifdom of celedial mmd : 

For what is man ? Calamitous by birth. 

They owe their life and nouriHiment to earth ; 

Like yearly leaves, that now, with beauty/ down'd. 
Smile on the fun , now wither on the ground. 549 
To their own hands commit the frantic fcene. 

Nor mix immortals in a caiife fo mean. 

Then turns his face, far-beaming lieavenlj fires. 

And from the fenior Power fubmifs retires : 

Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbiaids, ^4^ 

The qui I’erki liuntrefs of the fylvan Hiades : 

And is it thus the youthful Phoebus Hies, 

And yields to Ocean’s hoary Sire the prize ? 

Mow ain that martial pomp and dreadful Ihow 
Of pointed arro\\ s, and the filvcr bow 1 
Now boad no more, in yon ccledial bower. 

Thy force can match the great eartli-lhaking Power. 

Silent, he heard the Queen of Woods upbraid : 

Not fo Saturnia bore the vaunting maid ; 


But furious thus; What infolence has driven 
Thy pride to face the Majefty of Pleaven ? 

What though, by Jove the female plague dedgn'd. 
Fierce to the feeble race of woman-kind. 

The wretched matron feels thy pieicing dart; 

Thy fex's tyrant, with a tiger's heart? 


5 do 
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What though, tremendous in the wood and chace. 

Thy certain arrows pierce the favage race ? 

How dares thy ralhnefs on the Poweis divine 
Employ thofe arms, oi matcli thy foice with mine ? 
Learn hence, no more unequal war to wage — 565 

She faid, and feiz^’d her wi ifts with eager rage; 

Thefe in her left hand lock’d, her right unty’d 
The bow, the quiver, and its plumy pride. 

About her temples flies the tufy bow ; 

Now here, now there, fhe winds her from the blow ; 
The fcattering arrows, rattling fiom the cafe. 

Drop round, and idly mark the dufly place. 

Swift from the field the baMed huntrefs flies^ 

And fcarce retains the torrent in her eyes : 

So, when the falcon wings her way above, 57 

To the cleft cavern fpeeds the gentle dove, 

(Not fated yet to die) there fafe retreats. 

Yet Hill her heart againfl: the marble t>eats. 

To her, Latona hafles with tender care. 

Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the war : 5:80 

How ihall I face the dame, who gives delight 
To him whofe thunders blacken heaven v/ith night ? 
Go, matchlefs Goddefs ! triumph in the Ikies, 

And boafl: my conqueft, while I } ield the pruc. 

Hefpoke; andpafl: Latona, ftooping low, 585 
Collefls the fcatter’d fliafts, and fallen bow. 

That, glittering on the dufl, lay here and there ; 
Hilhonour’d relicks of Diana’s war. 

Then fwift purfued her to the blell: abode. 

Where all-eonfus’d ihe fought the Sovereign God ; 59.0 

Weeping 
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Weeping fhe grafp’d his knees : th" ambrofial vefi: 
Shook with her fighs, and panted on her breaft. 

The Sire fuperior fmiFd ; and bade her fhow 
What heavenly hand had caus'd his daughter's woe ? 
Abadi'd, fhe names his own Imperial fpoufe ; 595 

’And the pale crefcent fades upon her brows. 

Thus they above : while fwiftly gliding down, 
Apollo enters Ilion's facred town ; 

The Guardian God now trembled for her wall. 

And fear'd the Greeks, though Fate forbade her fall. 
Back to Olympus, from the war's alarms, 

Heturn the Ihining bands of Gods in arms; 

Some proud in triumph, fome with rage on f re ; 

And take their thrones around th' aetherial Sire, 
Through blood, through death, Achilles Hill proceeds,. 
O'er flaughter'd heroes, and o'er rolling fleeds. 

As when avenging flames, with fury driven 
On guilty towns, exert the wrath of Heaven ; 

The pale inhabitants, fome fall, fome fly; 

And the red vapours purple all the Iky : 61 a 

So rag'd Achilles ; death and dire difmay. 

And toils, and terrours, fill'd the dreadful day. 

High on a turret hoary Priam fiands. 

And marks the wafte of his deilrudive hands ; 

Views, from his arm, the Trojans' fcatter'd flight, 615 
And the near hero rifing on his fight I ^ 

No fiep, no check, no aid! With feeble pace. 

And fettled forrow on his aged face. 

Faft as he could, he fighing quits the walls ; 

And thus, defceadiiig, on the guards he calls : 620 

You, 
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Yonj to whofc care our city-gates belong. 

Set wide your poitals to the flying throng : 

For lo ^ he comes, with unrefifled fway ; 

Ke comes, and defolation marks his way! 

But when ithin the walls our troops take breath, 62 
Lock fail the brazen bars, and Ihut out death. 

Thus cliaig’d the reveiend monarch : wide were flung 
The opening folds; the founding hinges rung, 

Phoebus rufli'd forth, the flying bands to meet ; 

Struck flaughtei back, and coher’d the retreat. 630 
On heaps the Trojans croud to gain the gate, 

And, gladfome, fee their laflefcapc from Fate. 
Thither, all parch'd with thirft, a heartlefs train. 
Hoary with dufl, they beat the hollow plain : 

And gafping, panting, fainting, labour on 63 f 
With heavier flrides, that lengthen tow'rd the town. 
Enrag’d Achilles follows with his fpear ; 

Wild with revenge, infatiabic of war. 

Then had the Greeks, ercinai praife acquir'd. 

And Troy inglorious to her wmlls retir'd ; 640 

But * he, the God who darts tetherial flame. 

Shot down to fave her, and redeem her fame. 

To young Agenor force divine he gat e 
I Antenor's offspring, haughty, bold, andbratc); 
la aid of him, beflde tlie beach he fate, 64.^ 

And, wiapt in clouds, reflrain’d the hand of Fate. 
When now the generous youth Achilles fpies. 

Thick beats Ms heart, the troubled motions rife. 

(So, ere a florm, the wmters heave and roll) ; 

He flops, and queftions thus his mighty foul : 6 5^0 

What, 
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: Wliat, ftali I ily this terrour of the plain ? 

Like others fly, and be like others flain ? 

Vain hope 1 to fhiin him by the felf-fame roai 
Yon line of flaoghter’d Troja?is lately trod. 
jMo 1 with the common heap I fcom to fall — » 65 £ 

What if they pafs’d me to the Trojan wall. 

While I decline to yonder path, that leads 
To Ida’s forefts and farrounding fhadcs ? 

So may I reach, conceal’d, the cooling flood. 

From my tir’d body waOa the dirt and blood, 65 o 
As foon as night her dnlky veil extends. 

Return in fafety to my Trojan fiiends. 

What if— But wherefore all this vain debate ? 

Stand I to doubt, within the leacli of Fate ? 

Ev’n now" perhaps, ere yet I turn the wall, 665 
The fierce Achilles fees me, and I fall : 

Such is his fwiftnefs, Tis in vain to fly. 

And fuch his valour, that who Hands muft die. 
Howe’er ’tis better, fighting for the Hate, 

Here, and in public view, to meet my fate, 670 
Yet fare he too is moital ! he may feel 
(Like all the fons of earth) the force of Heel ; 

One only foul informs that dreadful frame ; 

And Jove’s foie favour gives him all his fame. 

He faid, and flood colleded in his might ; 671 

And all his beating bofom claim’d the fight. 

So from fome deep-grown wood a panther Harts, 
Rou2;’d from his thicket by a Horm of darts : 

Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the founds 
Of Hiouting hunters^ and of clamorous hounds ; 6S0 

VoL, XLIX, S Though 
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Thougli ilruck;, though wounded, fcarce perceives tlie 
pain ; 

And the barb’d javelin flings his breail in vain : 

On their whole war, untam’d, the favage flies ; 

And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies«. 

Not lefs refolv’d, Antenor’s valiant heir 68 f 

Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war,. 

Difdainful of retreat ; high-held before. 

His fliield, (a broad circumference) he bore 5 
'Then, graceful, as he flood in a6l to throw 
The lifted javelin, thus befpoke the foe : 690* 

How proud Achilles glories in his fame I 
And hopes this day to link the Trojan name 
Beneath her ruins I Know, that hope is vain j 
A thoufand woes, a thoufand toil|., remain. 

Parents and children our jufl arms employ, 69 ^ 
And flrong, and many, are the fons of Troy. 

Great as thou ar^, ev’n thou may ’ft ftain with gore 
Thefe Phrygian fields, and prefs a foreign Ihore. 

‘ He faid : with matchlefs force the .javelin flung 
Smote on his knee ; the hollow cuifhes rung 700 
Beneath the pointed fleel ; but fafe from harms 
He Hands impaffive in th’ aetherial arms. 

Then, fiercely ruffling on the daring foe. 

His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow : 

But, jeakus of hisTamc, Apollo fhrouds 70J 

The God -like Trojan in a veil of clouds. 

Safe from purfuit, and fliut from mortal view, 
Difmifs‘d with fame the favour’d youth withdrew^ 
Bdeanwhile the God, to cover their efcape, 

Aflumes Agenor’s habit, voice, and fliape,. 710 

Pliers 
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Ries from tlie furious chief in this difpiife ; 

The funoiis chief ftiH follows where he flies. 

Now o*er the fields they llretch with lengthen’d flrides,. 
Now urge the courfe where fwift Scamander glides : 
The God, now diftant fcaice a flride before, 715 
Tempts his purfuit, and wheels about the fliore; 
While all the flying troops their fpeed employ. 

And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy : 

No flop, no flay ; no thought to afk, or tell. 

Who fcap’d by flight, or who by battle fell. 720 
^Twas tumult all, and violence of flight; 

And fudden joy confus’d, and mix’d affright : 

Pale Troy againft Achilles fhuts her gate ; 

And nations breathe, deliver’d from their fate* 



